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A FALSE VICAR 



CHAPTBE I 
THE HOUSE OF EVERSHAM 

" A mine of wealth, the Bible is, 
For rich or poor, for great or small," &c. 

It was a pleasant picture for any eyes to rest upon, 
and so thought the Eev. Tracy Sliden, who was the 
owner of a pair of keen orbs of a dangerous hue, which 
had a subtle look in them, and wore varied expressions 
at different times as seemed most suitable to the owner. 
Just now the eyes of the — falsely so-called — ** reverend " 
gentleman emitted both an irritable and wolfish glance 
as they took in the fair scene before him — the stately 
Manor of Eversham, with its marble pillars and terraces, 
its goodly park with the startled deer, the grand old 
trees under which walked the only daughter of the 
house, known for miles round as ** the gentle Agnes." 
A large St. Bernard ambled contentedly by her side, his 
noble head, peculiar gait, and bear-like haunches — 
in paradoxical fashion — silently proclaiming his valu- 
able breed. As the ex-tutor advanced, the creature 
jgave vent to an ominous growL 

^' Down, Philo, clumsy dog. Can you not distinguish 
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2 A FALSE VICAR 

a friend, sir ? " said Agnes Eversham playfully, as she 
patted the huge animal affectionately with her left 
hand, while she cordially held out her right one to 
Mr. Sliden. 

" How do you do, Mr. Sliden ? Shall I walk with 
you to the house, or will you go in and find my father 
and the boys ? — ^your boys, I ought to say, since you 
so kindly undertook their education when our dear 
mother died." 

"Miss Agnes, I have often felt sorry that privilege 
was not extended to yourself," responded the Vicar of 
Eversham, as he glanced rather uneasily, if not angrily, 
at the little pocket Bible she had been reading so 
intently as to be unaware of his approach until warned 
of his presence by the low growl of the dog, Philo, 
a birthday gift from her younger brother. 

'* But, sir, what book could I substitute in its place ? 
I assure you, my late mother valued this Bible beyond 
all her earthly possessions, and I think you know what 
valuable jewels she had ? " 

" All of which are mere baubles, my dear young 
lady, believe me. Now, the Bible needs careful con- 
sideration, being no ordinary book, as you know — needs 
special wisdom and help from those who have made it 
their particular study. But I can help you here. Miss 
Agnes, by lending you some books which will aid you 
in your ardent quest for spiritual instruction and guid- 
ance. On my return to the Vicarage I will at once 
pack and send on to you a small parcel of books, which 
will prepare your young mind for deeper truths." 

" Thank you so much, Mr. Sliden, I will take the 
greatest care of them," said the artless girl, with a 
bright smile as frank as herself; while the quondam 
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tutor tnmed away towards the house where he was 
soon in the library with Sir James Eversham, the 
pompous father of Agnes and her two brothers, 
Frederick and Philip. 

"Well, Mr. Sliden, so you have returned to Old 
England again ; let me express the hope that you are 
better in health, and ready once more to take up your 
clerical duties on my estate ? How did you leave Italy 
looking ? " queried the baronet, as he extended two 
fingers to the former tutor of his sons with careless 
indifference. 

" Many thanks. Sir James, for your kind inquiries, 
to which I am happy to respond that my general health 
is vastly improved, my spiritual condition — I humbly 
hope — ^particularly so ; for I have had the extreme 
privilege of an audience with his Holiness. As to Italy, 
she is fairer than ever." 

"What! conversed with the Pope, have you, Mr. 
Sliden ? Well, it is more than I have ever done, not- 
withstanding all my broad acres. But I cannot say I 
should count it a particular honour were I, as you are, 
a clergyman of the Church of England," snapped the 
testy old baronet. 

What a host of cunning was hidden in the depths of 
the heart and eyes of Mr. Sliden, as he replied deferen- 
tially, " There is all the difference in the world, Sir 
James, between a rich baronet of honourable family 
and an obscure clergyman, whose pleasures necessarily 
are very few and far between. His Holiness was 
delighted to hear of the improvements you have so 
graciously allowed me to make in the church on your 
noble estate ; and he expressed the hope that as you 
were — at present, at all events — unable for the fatigue 
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4 A FALSE VICAR 

of a long journey, he might one day have the extreme 
pleasure of thanking you, in the person of Mr. 
Frederick, if you will allow me some future day to 
take him to the Vatican as your representative ? His 
Holiness likewise desired his blessing upon you. Sir 
James, for your generous contributions and noble efforts 
to beautify the church for the good of mankind." 

'' Ha ! tut, tut, I like to have all things respectable on 
my estate, Mr. Sliden, as you know," said Sir James 
with a self-satisfied air; but he was secretly pleased 
nevertheless, as the Vicar had intended him to be. 

'* How have you liked the Rev. Basil Clifford during 
my absence. Sir James?" inquired Mr. Sliden suspi- 
ciously. 

" Why, to say the truth, I have not been three times 
at church during the six months you have been on sick 
leave, owing to this gouty foot of mine and occasional 
heart trouble. He seems an earnest young fellow, and 
strange to say, turns out to be a distant relative of my 
family. He never tires of one subject, however." 

" And what subject may that be, pray, Sir James ? " 

" ' The finished work of Christ/ And he objects to 
your altar in our church, sir." 

Mr. Sliden started, then somewhat abruptly took 
leave of the baronet and went in search of his former 
pupils. 

The reflections of the two gentlemen expressed to 
the full the character and nature of each, and while 
Sir James in his pomposity mused, "The upstart in- 
quisitiveness of that tutor fellow, to dare to question 
me as to my likes or dislikes, and of my own relative, 
too. Sliden by name and sly one by nature you are, my 
good man. 'Pon my word, I infinitely prefer young 
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Clifford's honest face, 'tis sncli an ingenuous counte- 
nance. Of course he's no match for Sliden in these 
church decorations and ceremonials, and it sounds well 
in the present day to have the approval and blessing of 
the Pope. But his Holiness forsooth! What is the 
Pope compared with an Bversham of Eversham? 
Pshaw ! the upstart." Mr. Sliden's indignation quietly 
vented itself as follows : — 

^' So, I am not back a moment too soon, I see clearly. 
The only daughter of Eversham poring over an open 
Bible in the park and the gouty old owner of this fine 
property talking of * Christ's finished work' in the 
library. And this young curate is a distant relative, is 
he? Well, I am not going to allow my labours of 
many anxious years to be overthrown by a boy, and 
the sooner he is considerably more distant the better 
for my plans. Yes, Mr. Basil Clifford ; your position 
here must be undermined — and your character too, if 
necessary — for I've no intention of quitting my post 
here until Agnes is in a cloister of my approval and 
her brothers in the never-to-be-broken fetters of Rome ! 
The old man goes for nothing, I can see a marked 
change in him, and Eversham is as good as ours. Even 
if my former pupils have swerved a trifle during my 
absence the work of years cannot — shall not — be 
undone. My mind is set to reassert my former sway, 
and they shall be made to return to their allegiance." 

The wicked, cruel look of the man deepened until he 
was horrible to behold. This was he, whom the saga- 
cious dog Philo scented so keenly and correctly. This 
was — not the Rev. Tracy Sliden, as he represented 
himself to be, but — Father Gomez Rinaldo, a disguised 
Jesuit and a full-fledged Roman priest ! 
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6 A FALSE VICAR 

Oh, the unerring instinct of the dumb creation- 
would that men could be brought to the high standard 
of faithful devotion to their Divine Master — which is 
so patent in the loyal attitude of a noble animal to its 
earthly owner. 

When Mr. Sliden — for we must call him by his 
assumed name — entered the dining-room, he found only 
his elder pupil, Frederick, who was poring over a book. 
The young man looked up as if well pleased to see the 
Vicar, who— with every trace of his bitter anger suc- 
cessfully hidden — advanced cordially, his sallow face 
wreathed in smiles. The greeting was warm on both 
sides, and tutor and pupil immediately engaged in an 
animated conversation. 

** To say that we have not missed you, my dear sir, 
would be simply absurd. I am sure for the first month 
or so every one was lamenting your absence," remarked 
Frederick Eversham, who, like his father, was weak in 
character, had always been the easier tool and con- 
sequently the more satisfactory in Mr. Sliden's judgment 
of his two pupils. Yet, if the truth be told, while he 
despised Frederick's readiness to swallow any absurd 
statement he chose to present to the future heir of 
Eversham, he admired the greater strength of char- 
acter of Philip, whom he could not so easily combat 
and overcome. 

" Then was a short month only sufficient to retain 
the affection of my dear pupils and congregation ? Was 
I forgotten so soon by those for whom I have toiled 
unceasingly for so many years, Frederick ? Believe me, 
countless ages would not suffice to erase the affectionate 
memory I have for those amongst whom I have humbly 
sought to labour for their future welfare, and the 
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exfcenflion of our holy Chnrch," replied Mr. Sliden with 
an assumed deferential humility, but with fierce rage 
in his heart notwithstanding. 

'* Oh, I did not mean that, sir. But Basil Clifford 
has been so active here, you see, and kept them all 
quite busy. Philip thinks our new relatiye is working 
quite a reformation in the village and surrounding 
neighbourhood. So that there has been no time to 
dwell upon the absent Vicar," smiled Frederick. 

"Bather say leading up to a revolution, my dear 
pupil. An experienced mind well knows what this 
sort of thing ends in, and we must be on oar guard 
against all innovations likely to interfere with the 
development of our holy Church and the peace of the 
villagera Tour brother Philip is too enthusiastic to 
be always wise, but to you, my dearest, and always my 
very faithful pupil, I can open my heart, and my 
earnest counsel to you is to be very careful not to 
imbibe the teaching and foolish notions of your inex- 
perienced young relative, Mr. Basil Clifford. Allow 
me as heretofore to be your spiritual guide, will you 
not ? I can say from my heart, dear Frederick, your 
welfare, your good, shall be — as it hitherto has been 
— ^my first consideration. But say not a word at 
present to any one concerning this conversation and 
my grave fears regarding the mistake poor Clifford has 
made. To your good heart and sound common-sense 
I can confide all, and between us we will soon sweep 
away Mr. Clifford's work." 

As the ex-tutor watched to see how far he dare go, 
he felt Frederick (like the foolish fiy buzzing round and 
round the beautifully spun net) swallowed the tempt- 
ing morsel of miserable fiattery, and stepped into the 
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cnnningly devised entanglement to be drawn, coaxed, 
and threatened as the will of his — Mr. Sliden's — ^master- 
mind prompted. Up to the present he had only been 
experimenting with the drawing process and fonnd his 
plan working admirably, so tightened the meshes ronnd 
the poor dupe, henceforth his victim ! 

"Where is your brother now, Frederick?" asked 
the tutor, when he thought his old pupil had sufficiently 
digested his new lesson. 

" Out with Basil, I expect, sir, visiting some of the 
sick folk of the village. They do a deal of that sort 
of thing, and so does Agnes. My father calls them 
' the dispensing trio,' because Basil does the preaching, 
Phil goes in for the heavy work, lifting and that 
kind of arrangement, and Aggie carries them such 
edibles as the doctor orders and they cannot make nor 
afford to buy. Of course Cousin Edith keeps up her 
Dorcas work to admiration." 

" And your honoured father delights to pay for all 
these things, of course, my dear Frederick ? " interro- 
gated Mr. Sliden with an ugly smile. 

"Yes, he is exceedingly pleased to do so, and 
affirms that he greatly benefits by it ; for being him- 
self laid aside so much now, he says he can feel for 
others who are in pain. But you are not going, Mr. 
Sliden ; surely you dine with us the first day of your 
home-coming? " queried the young man. 

" Not to-day, dear Frederick, for I shall find numer- 
ous duties awaiting me which I dare not overlook even 
for the pleasure of spending an evening with you — 
much as I should like to remain — but one last question 
which shall be, * What part do you play in this new 
r81e?'" 
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"No part whatever, sir. Look here, I am not more 
than half-way through the batch of books you left me 
to study during your absence," replied the poor dupe, 
with a melancholy smile. 

" So much the better, my loyal pupil. There will be 
nothing for you to undo ; nothing to lament over in 
your case, IVederick. But for the others, why, the 
Church must step in and teach your brother and sister 
exactly what they may, or may not do. As for Mr. 
Clifford ! but I spare him. When we have talked 
church matters over, he will act quite differently — 
he shall be made to. Farewell for the present, and keep 
your own counsel, like the wise young man I have 
proved you to be." 

With a smile upon his false face Mr. Sliden took his 
leave, and his weary dupe returned to his task of 
imbibing error from dangerous books of a subtle 
character and Bomish tendency, although he, poor 
weakling, knew it not ! 

The Rev. Tracy Sliden walked homewards in deep 
thought and some perplexity, asking himself many 
tormenting questions mentally. Because — in the near 
future — he intended to be the absolute master of the 
situation as regarded not only the Eversham family 
and lands but the neighbourhood generally, he had 
chosen always to employ a very young curate whose 
character he designed to mould after the pattern of the 
Romish doctrines. This, of course, without the faintest 
suspicion on the part of the hapless curate, who must 
have no will of his own but blindly follow the r81e laid 
out for him by his superior. Now in the person of the 
Rev. Vincent Owen (who had been under him for two 
years) Mr. Sliden thought he had really secured the 
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right kind of curate as his placid instrument of a 
gradual undermining process, not only of his own faith, 
poor fellow, but of the faith of the village flock 
committed to his care; while the Vicar angled more 
particularly for the richer prize of Bversbam Manor 
and its noble family, also in the tempting streams of 
the few wealthy homes round about the neighbourhood. 
So that when, six months prior to the opening of this 
chapter, Mr. Sliden had been seriously indisposed and 
chose to make a pilgrimage to Some for the benefit of 
his impaired health, he decided to write for another 
youthful curate to assist Mr. Owen in the discharge of 
this double duty, and to be, of course, under the 
immediate direction of Mr. Owen, whom the Vicar 
now felt he could trust to carry on th^ services and 
ceremonials in true Bitualistic fashion. But, un- 
fortunately, as it now seemed, the curate Mr. Sliden 
had applied for had just accepted another appointment 
and sent a friend to Eversham in his stead, while Mr. 
Sliden, quite unconscious of this exchange, had set off 
on the pilgrimage which was to ensure convalescence. 
Thus his wary purpose had been defeated through the 
instrumentality — not of man, but by the highest power 
of all authority, even the providential purpose — of 
an all-wise God! Thus, ^^ Lhomme 'propose^ et Dim 
dispose/* and Basil Clifford had been chosen and 
sent by Him to frustrate the underhand purposes of 
Bome, the great enemy of man's true peace in Christ, 
through superstition, idolatry, and the cruel supression 
of God's Holy Word. Clever as the Bev. Tracy Sliden 
was, he had yet to learn that God was his Master, and 
that He does not allow Bome's "vain tradition" 
to flourish at a Jesuit's discretion and will. Not that 
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he acknowledged this; on the contrary, he intended 
to rule absolutely at Eversham, and sway an undisputed 
Bomish sceptre too, in church, mansion, or cottage ! 

"The sooner this Basil Clifford is off the scene the 
better for my plans, which can brook no delay if , as I 
suspect, Sir James is failing. Ought I to have waited a 
month or two longer before going to Eome, and myself 
have examined and approved the locum tenens f This 
has been an oversight on my part doubtless, but my 
call was so urgent, the business imperative ; I had no 
choice but to obey the Cardinal's orders. Well, this 
will but bring out more latent craft on my part — which 
is but reasonable after all — and I must put a bold face 
on the matter too, for if ' all's fair in love and war,' 
why not in the cause of holy Church, no matter what 
the means used so that the end is gained ? " 

With these and similar unholy musings the Jesuit 
priest betook himself to the "abode he called "home" 
(although his heart was at Bome), where he was 
confidently regarded as a Protestant clergyman of 
great devotion and deep humility of spirit by his 
servants. 



CHAPTEE II 

JESUIT VERSUS PROTESTANT 

" The livery of Satan is no match 
Against the tried, * the whole armour of Gkxi 1 ' " 

The following morning witnessed the first meeting of 
the Eev. Basil Clifford and the Vicar of Eversham, 
for the latter had sent a cordial invitation to his locum 
tenens, also to his particnlar curate, the Eev. Vincent 
Owen, to breakfast with him at the Vicarage, and the 
invitation had been duly accepted. 

The meal was a pleasant one, for Mr. Sliden well 
knew the art of making himself agreeable, and of 
course there was much to hear and tell on both sides. 
The Vicar examined the young men minutely con- 
cerning high and low, rich and poor. . Moreover, Mr. 
Sliden saw with some trepidation that he had no mean 
foe to contend with in Mr. CHfford (who was a man of 
some thirty years of age), and he braced himself 
mentally for a conflict, as he took in BasU's fine form 
and noble carriage, watched the steady light of that 
kind, yet keen eye, and noted the play of the firm 
mouth which seemed to indicate only honour and 
integrity. 

With Vincent Owen it was different, and the Vicar 
noticed how his glance shifted uneasily from one to 
the other as if he would fain please both if possible, 
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for during breakfast there had been more than one 
playful passage-at-arms between Mr. Sliden and Basil, 
and Mr. Owen had been appealed to as arbitrator, 
which rendered him not a little uneasy in the presence 
of his superior, so that he hesitated where he should 
have plunged, and plunged where he should have 
stood firmly against the misuse and folly of such 
things as hirettaSj amices, incense, and the like non- 
sense, which daily become nothing but a nuisance and 
a bone of contention in the Protestant Church of 
England. 

Mr. Clifford objected very strongly against the sin- 
ful teaching of the High Church clergy with regard 
to their "Catechism of Theology," which so falsely 
and wickedly states that " The priest at the altar is 
virtually Christ himself." And he denied positively 
that any priest had power to turn bread and water 
into the flesh and blood of Christ by the words of 
consecration, Hoc est corjpus meum. And he con- 
tended that the clergy who wilfully set at nought 
the simple "Institution of the Lord's Supper" — which 
Christ originated for a remembrance of His one sacri- 
fice for believers — were sinning not only against light 
and knowledge, but against their own souls, and doing 
their best to hand their misguided congregations over 
to Rome, of which the Ritualistic Church is "The 
Nursery," as Roman Catholics laughingly declare. 
Basil Clifford offered to prove all his points from the 
Bible, but was not allowed by Mr. Sliden, who felt he 
— ^the Vicar — had no locus standi. 

However, breakfast came to an end at length, and 
the Vicar gave a list to Mr, Owen of those matters 
requiring immediate execution, and, thankful to be 
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released, the Curate started at once on his clerical 
daties, and the Vicar rose from the table, saying — 

" Will you come into my study, Mr. Clifford, where 
we shall be quiet for an hour, I trust? You really 
must not go until I have convinced you of my point in 
our last argument." 

Basil smiled his acquiescence and strode after Mr. 
Sliden, thinking of the old rhyme, "Will you walk 
into my parlour? said the spider to the fly." 

"Sit down, Mr, Clifford; take that arm-chair and 
make yourself quite at home here. Indeed, I cannot 
count you a stranger^ hearing that you are related to 
my dear friends and late pupils, the Evershams. Let 
me see, what was I speaking of just now ? " 

" You had remarked, sir, that the object of preaching 
was to instruct the laity, edify the body of Christ, 
and so present to God a holy Church. Or, * the holy 
Church/ 1 believe you said," added the younger man with 
an amused smile playing about the corners of his mouth. 

"And what was your reply?" queried the Vicar 
rather uneasily. 

" Mr. Sliden, with all out and out Protestant clergy- 
men of the Church of England, I speak of those who 
have been and are sincere Christian men living and 
dying in the faith of God — with such noble men, I 
repeat, that *the object of preaching is to glorify 
Christ.' Also, that if we would please God and see 
man's immortal soul saved, the subject of our preach- 
ing should be, * Christ and Him crucified.' This is the 
surest and kindest way to instruct the laity. Not in 
vain pomps and ceremonies of man's preparation, which 
simply captivate the senses for a time only, leaving the 
sting of remorse, and an aching void which none but 
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Christ can fill satisfactorily! Can yon look higher 
than the great God Himself, who said, ' This is My 
beloved Son, hear ye Him ' ? And I maintained that 
you were singularly wrong when you spoke of * present- 
ing to God the holy Church/ The Bible distinctly 
teaches that the Church will be made pure — not by 
man, but by the indwelling of *the Holy Spirit' 
— * Preserved in Christ ' — ' Presented by Christ ' — and 
because it is His work (not man's work, mark you, sir) 
it will be * a glorious Church ' — ' without spot,' * with- 
out blemish.' Can you say the same of the Church of 
Some whose own priests have declared, *The dogma 
of the apostolic succession from Peter to Leo XIII. is 
an imposture ? The pre-eminence given to Peter over 
the other Apostles is another imposture. The Eoman 
Catholic Church is idolatrous ; the god whom it 
worshipij is a wafer-god. A priest is guilty of the 
crime Aaron committed when he caused the Israelites 
to worship a golden calf. Every Boman Catholic 
priest and bishop is forced to perjure himself every 
time he explains a text of the Holy Scriptures, for he 
has sworn, when ordained, to interpret the Holy 
Scriptures only according to the unanimous consent of 
the holy fathers, and the holy fathers differ on almost 
every text on which they have written. ' " 

Mr. Sliden's lips were so compressed as to make it 
difficult to discover where they had vanished to, but 
after a slight hesitation he managed to say in rather a 
cynical tone — 

** Ah ! I see, my young friend, where you are, but a 
few years hence will make a vast difference in your 
opinions now that Bitualism is making such headway, 
and you will change your views." 
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" Never ! " — cried Basil Clifford in a ringing voice, his 
fine face aglow with earnest purpose — "never, Mr. 
Sliden ; besides, these are not my views but Scriptural 
statements from the Bible itself, coupled with the 
testimony of those who have proved the unscriptural 
statements of Bome. As to Eitualism, I despise it, and 
ever shall. We both know, sir, that it is but the 
Pope's nursery for weak-minded men and women who 
must have gaudy vestments and high-flown singing 
before they can deign to spend an hour in their falsely 
BO-called places of worship. Are not such weaklings 
ignorant of Him who said, ' God is a Spirit, and they 
that worship Him must worship Him in spirit and in 
truth ' ? Not in banners and genuflexions. It is the 
heart-worship God requires, not useless ceremonials. 
Eitualism is the highway to Popery and misery. Oh, 
sir, can you so lightly forget the good old truths that 
those grand men Latimer and Eidley sealed with their 
blood, prophesying at the stake, * We shall light this 
day a candle in England which, by God's grace, will 
never be put out ' ? These, and how many thousands 
of innocent men, women and children have perished at 
the hands of the false, the deadly Church of Eome ; 
and dare you, Mr. Sliden, uphold such a horrible 
system? Eemember the Church of Christ is to be 
* without blemish ' — but the Church of Eome was, is, 
and ever will be, a pitfall of iniquity — and you know 
it. Sir. 

To say Mr. Sliden was not taken by surprise would 
be an error, but he contrived to smother his anger and 
it by remarking maUciously— 

" I heard lately when in Italy that * a candle was in- 
sufficient, and a big bonfire might suit the taste and 
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bodies of some English heretics, very shortly,' Mr. 
Clifford." 

With a searching glance Basil scanned the Jesuit 
from head to foot, then rising hastily, said — 

'* Mr. Sliden, I hope, oh, I trust, I may be wrong, 
but I am boand to bring a verse of Scripture before 
you. I have been your guest, and for your hospitality 
I thank you. The text runs thus, ' Thou art the man/ 
and this is Grod's word to you, not mine. But beware 
how you seek to kindle this bonfire, for yon will have 
to give account to Him who has said, ' Vengeance is 
Mine.' Apart from Christ, 'It is a fearful tiling to 
fall into the hands of the living God.' Mr. Sliden, if 
you desire to gain the love of your flock and fill your 
church, I beseech you turn your back upon Rome. 
Seek Christ until you find Him ; then, and only then, 
will you be able to preach Christ and win precious 
souls to His Holy Name. But in no other way can 
you ever hope to be a happy man, sir. May God 
forgive you the double part you are playing here, and 
save your immortal soul." 

Mr. Sliden had cowered for a moment, he could not 
endure the pitying look of Basil, and his eyes sought 
the ground. There was a dead silence, and then he 
knew that he was alone. 

Yes, God's ways are mysterious. "A certain man 
drew a bow at a venture," and the shaft had gone home. 
For Mr. Sliden was the man who would not scruple to 
pile the faggots and apply the lighted torch if by so 
doing he could heap unto himself riches even at the 
cost of the valuable lives of those Christian men and 
women our blessed Lord termed "The salt of the 
earth," and *' Lights in the world." 

B 
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• 

*' The dog of a heretic, but he shall smart for this 
yet," muttered Mr. Sliden under his breath, as he 
paced his study in fierce anger ; '' no man insults our 
holy Church with impunity, nor hitherto have I been 
unable to hold my own and prove my arguments. But 
this fellow looked and seemed invulnerable. What a 
grand martyr he would make. Ha, ha, ha," laughed 
the Jesuit, '*we shall see, Mr. Basil ClifiEord, who 
conquers in the end. This has been your hour of 
triumph, I shall wait a little longer for mine, that is 
all. Now I must write a few letters, and after lunch 
run up to the Manor, for it is absolutely necessary to 
talk over matters with that purse-proud old baronet 
and get him on my side. This Clifford must be 
dismissed at once." Thus Mr. Sliden comforted his 
disturbed mind, and sat down to his letter-writing. 

Terribly saddened at heart by the confirmation of 
what he had secretly feared concerning Mr. Sliden, 
Basil Clifford walked thoughtfully on, when he was 
suddenly clapped on the shoulder, and looking round 
saw the good-tempered face of Philip Eversham, which, 
contrary to its usual expression of frank merriment, 
wore an anxious, troubled look. 

" Why, Basil, my dear fellow, I have been hunting 
for you all the village over — or nearly so— where have 
you been ? " 

*' At the Vicarage, breakfasting with Mr. Sliden, and 
I feel sorry for it. But what is the matter, who wants 
me?" 

"My father, Basil, who has been very ill in the 
night — much worse than usual — and this morning he 
is terribly anxious to see you, for which Cousin Vernon, 
Agnes, and I are extremely glad (but I can't say Fred 
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is), and I volunteered to find you, and a fine wild-goose 
chase I have had, Mr. ClifiEord." 

*' I am truly sorry, Philip ; let us hasten on as fast as 
possible. I am good for the two miles' run to the 
Manor if you are ? " 

PhiUp was equally ready, and both young men being 
fleet of foot and very much in earnest, the distance 
was soon diminished, and they only paused to take 
breath when they came in sight of the great gates of 
Eversham Park, in which stood the beautiful structure 
styled the Manor, truly a noble pile of stately Gothic 
architecture. 

There was little trace of "the pompous baronet" 
left in the face of the weary-looking old man who 
reclined on his doymy pillows in the acute distress of 
active pain. He smiled as Basil and Philip entered 
his room, and glancing down affectionately at his 
daughter, who sat by his bedside, said feebly — 

"Agnes, my love, run away for an hour and take 
Philip with you. See that no person — mind, Aggie, 
not even the Vicar — disturbs me. I have some private 
matters to discuss with Basil Clifford." 

Agnes gave the required promise, kissed her father, 
shook hands with Basil, and laying her little hand on 
the arm of her brother, quietly drew him from the 
room. 

" Basil Clifford, I have sent for you because I believe 
you to be a man in whom I may place confidence, an 
honourable gentleman, too, on whose common-sense 
and good judgment I may rely. I have liked your 
honest candour from the first, and have felt sorry that 
we did not know each other sooner, that I might have 
had the benefit of your good counsel, and my children 
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the priceless gift of your Christian friendship. No! 
do not reply yet, but let me talk while the pain is 
somewhat less, and you will advise me as you feel it 
best and right." 

To this Basil readily assented, and Sir James 
resumed. 

"Basil, you have not known that your arrival 
amongst us has been the occasion of much self- 
examination on my part — ^I humbly hope in the 
presence of my God — ^yet the evil habit of procrastina- 
tion has been so strong in me for many years, that not 
until last night, and then in the exercise of horrible 
pain, did I see the absolute necessity of breaking 
away from a yoke which has held me in a bondage of 
misery. I speak of him we call our Vicar here. I 
have liked ' peace at any price,' and have also courted 
ostentation and show, so long as it did not interfere 
with me as the master of EvershanL In so doing, I 
have allowed things to go on with regard to the 
education of my sons, the development of the church, 
and the general superintendence of the village, exactly 
as it has suited Mr. Sliden. By his advice I have also 
refrained from making any sure provision for Philip 
and Agnes. The property is entailed, and everything 
goes to Frederick at my death. Had Philip been the 
elder brother this would not have mattered, for he is 
a noble fellow and a generous lad; he would have 
delighted to have shared his all with his brother and 
sister. But I am grieved to say poor Frederick is a sly 
dog, and completely under the thumb of his late tutor. 
Had I followed my good wife's advice, Mr. Sliden 
would never have darkened my door. But that is past 
now. I cannot undo that grand mistake of my life, 
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but I need not make similar errors for the future. 
Last night I made up my mind to consult you as to 
making provision for my two younger children before 
it be too late. Now, what do you advise, Basil ? " 

"Before I advise, Sir James, may I ask whether 
there is any good solicitor near at hand whom you can 
trust ? " 

*' There is Benson, my own legal man, within three 
miles of us, but he is 'hand and glove' with Mr. 
SUden/' 

''Not to be entertained for a moment, Sir James, 
and my advice to you is, to allow me to telegraph at 
once for Mr. Derwent — a gentleman of honourable 
standing — who can run down to Eversham to-night if 
needs be. But should the postmaster also be in league 
with Mr. Sliden and expose to him the matter of your 
telegram, then I will take the first up-train, and bring 
Mr. Derwent on here immediately." 

" The latter will be the safer and better plan, my 
kind young friend, and I feel that you will not be 
needed much in the church now that the Vicar has 
returned," responded the baronet with a sad smile. 

" No ; I am inclined to think he will be rejoiced to 
see the end of me," observed Basil with an answering 
look. 

" What is your candid opinion of Mr. Sliden, Basil ? " 

For one moment Mr. Clifford hesitated, then 
sorrowfully replied, " Sir James, there is too much at 
stake in Protestant England for honest minds to mince 
matters, yes, and too much at issue in your own family 
and village also. The weal or woe of precious souls is 
even now hanging, as it were, by a fibre, so slender, that 
one false step and many will be helplessly and hope- 
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lessly entangled in the meshes of the intricate web 
which has for the last few years been so skilfully 
prepared by the subtle Jesuit who is acting here as a 
(supposed) clergyman of the Protestant Church of 
England. And there are many others doing precisely 
the same ! Oh, when will England awake to see the 
terrible foe beneath the mask ? Jesuits live amongst lis, 
die amongst us, and we never know them. But the Pope 
knows well enough where they all are, and that they 
are quietly working for Rome against the EngUsh, and 
poor England comprehends it not, alas ! " 

Sir James regarded the young clergyman in deep 
admiration as he responded warmly — 

** You are earnest, my friend, but not too earnest in 
the good cause you represent so faithfully. I am not 
surprised at what you affirm, and Edith has frequently 
endeavoured to warn me, but I refused to listen, un- 
fortunately for my children and these poor villagers. 
It was not until last night that it was distinctly 
revealed to me that Sliden is a traitor ! But I must 
forgive if I hope to be forgiven ; you would tell me, I 
know, Basil. Still, Mr. Sliden must be unmasked here 
as soon as I am better; shame on me that I have 
allowed him so much power hitherto, to the neglect of 
my duty before God, as a member of the Christian 
Church of England which abhors idolatry." 

" Although you are weaker in body. Sir James, you 
are stronger in soul, I find. May I ask whether that 
'peace which passeth all understanding' has been 
granted you ? " inquired Mr. ClifiEord anxiously. 

'' Never until last night, and it came like a mighty 
flood of comfort to my soul — * Therefore being justified 
by faith we have peace with God.' Basil, the faith and 
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peace were almost Bimnltaneous ; yet the faith came 
first," whispered the baronet, over whose face shone a 
radiant gleam of joy. 

"Thank God!" rejoined Mr. Clifford fervently. 
'* Faith is God's gift to us, to enable us to grasp ' our 
peace ' — * His unspeakable gift ' — Christ ! " 

" When you return, Basil, I should be thankful if you 
will yourself administer the Communion to me. Some- 
thing tells me I shall never kneel in Eversham Church 
again. Nor could I now accept Mr. Sliden's erroneous 
teaching of transubstantiation. My eyes are open at 
last, and I see clearly the right way for the administra- 
tion of the Lord's Supper — ' In remembrance of Me ' — 
as Christ directed." 

Mr. Clifford intimated his willingness, and final 
arrangements having been made for the morrow, with 
mutual regret the old and the young man parted. 

Before leaving the Manor, Mr. Clifford went in 
search of Miss Vernon — a cousin of the late Lady 
Eversham — ^in whose efficient hands all the household 
management had been placed by the lady of the Manor 
shortly before her decease. Well and faithfully had 
Edith Vernon discharged the trust reposed in her. She 
had been the accomplished governess and companion 
of Agnes, th^ skilful nurse and devoted friend of the 
family, and. unlike the rest of the inmates of the vast 
establishment, had never once been afraid of the 
tyrannical and pompous Sir James. Neither had Mr. 
Sliden ever been able to intimidate her — as the rest — 
for " the righteous are bold as a lion." It had been 
the happy portion of Edith when a young girl to give 
her heart to the Lord, and accept the '^ righteousness of 
Christ." Not in her own strength, therefore, did she 
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seek to baffle Mr. Sliden's efforts to Bomanise her, but 
with real earnestness and for the good of others she 
did her best to 

" Crush subtle cunning with, * the Christ of God ' 
Who conquered sin, and the Evil One ! " 

As Mr. Clifford entered the morning-room where 
Miss Vernon sat sewing, she looked up with a bright 
smile of welcome and revealed a sweet countenance 
full of gentle dignity and kindness. 

"Good morning, Miss Vernon, how is it that you 
have Philo, I wonder? he is looking quite dejected, 
too. Poor Philo, there, there, good old Philosopher," 
said Basil, stroking the head of the huge animal which 
seemed to invite his commiseration. 

^' He is discontented because I will not allow him 
to go to Sir James; he is such an affectionate 
creature, and so full of sympathy for any one in pain or 
distress," replied the lady, as she bade Philo to his mat 
with her forefinger, then praised him for his snbmisBiye 
obedience. 

" Miss Vernon, do you think Philo could keep Mr. 
Sliden away from Sir James to-day and to-morrow ? 
This is of great importance, a great necessity, in fact." 

"Your statements are always to be relied on, Mr. 
Clifford, so what you term a necessity, must perforce 
be done, and I promise you that Mr. Sliden shall have 
no private interview with Sir James, if he does not 
wish it." 

" He does not," replied Basil simply. 

"Then Philo and I will mount guard at once. I 
was only waiting here for Dr. Brentwood, who said he 
would be back about this time. But you are not 
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going yet ; will you not wait to hear his report of our 
dear patient ? Ah ! what a period was last night in 
his soul's history — ^bodily anguish and pain quite van- 
quished by spiritual joy — he is at peace with Grod and 
man." 

'' So I found, he is a changed being ; so happy, as 
all true Christians are when 'the sun of righteousness' 
rises upon them. We know this by blessed experience, 
Miss Vernon," said Basil interrogatively, as they 
shook hands at parting. *'I must not stay, thank 
yon, having some urgent business before me requiring 
immediate attention." 

Edith Vernon folded her work, then desired Philo to 
follow her, but on no account to allow his deep bass 
bark to be heard. She also gave some minute direc- 
tions to a responsible servant, and then mounted the 
wide staircase leading to Sir James's room, closely 
followed by the St. Bernard. 

" Stay outside, Philo, lie down, good dog ; guard ! " 
whispered Edith, as she fastened an expressive glance 
on the dumb creature whose intelligent eyes indicated, 
I perfectly understand you, and will watch faithfully." 
Edith, what were those lines you quoted to me 
last night when the calm of this wonderful peace 
came? Something about *None but His loved ones 
know,' was it not ? " interrogated the sick man, as she 
seated herself at his bedside. 

" The love of Jesus, what it is, 
None but His loved ones know," 

replied Miss Vernon softly. 

Sir James lay in appreciative silence, for there are 
times when *' silence is more eloquent than words," and 
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Edith knew the depth of his enjoyment of the assuring 
affirmation. 

Presently Dr. Brentwood came and chatted pleasantly 
on finding his patient so much easier. He ordered 
perfect quiet from all outsiders, frequent nourishment, 
said he would *' change the medicine, and call again in 
the evening." On leaving, he told Miss Vernon (when 
out of the patient's hearing) that Sir James was 
exceedingly weak, and that he was quite willing to 
meet any other medical men in consultation, if the 
baronet wished it ; at the same time assuring her that 
all was being done that could be done in his patient's 
case. To which Edith had replied, ** I will speak with 
Sir James after his next little meal, and tell you his 
wishes when you return, Doctor." 

Philip and Agnes came softly into their father's 
room from time to time, which Miss Vernon could see 
comforted and refreshed the old man. Frederick had 
been once to the door only, to inquire how Sir James 
was, but he did not venture inside the room ; he hated 
what is termed *' sickness." 

Between three and four in the afternoon, when the 
baronet appeared to be calmly sleeping, there was a 
sharp ring of the visitors' bell and a low growl from 
Philo, who still lay on the mat. Sir James started 
from his sleep, and opened his eyes inquiringly on Miss 
Vernon's calm face, for she was bending over him. 

" All is well. Sir James, no one shall disturb you," 
she said with a reassuring smile. '* Martin has strict 
orders to refuse all visitors, even Mr. Sliden. Try 
and sleep again; I will step outside and see that no one 
mounts these stairs; I will not leave you, be sure of this." 

Sir James closed his eyelids again in perfect 
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confidence and security, so well had Miss Vernon 
established faith in her promises, which were never 
broken, while she, with a fast beating heart, crossed 
the room lightly, went outside, and closed the door 
behind her without a sound. By this time Philo had 
mounted guard indeed, and was altogether a different 
looking animal from the placid Philosopher who had 
been calmly stretched on the mat a moment previous 
to the ring ; he looked simply ferocious. 

There was parleying in the hall below, and it was 
quite evident that Mr. Sliden would not take "no" 
for his answer, notwithstanding he had been assured 
the doctor's orders had been imperative against " all 
visitors." 

"Quiet, PhUo— good dog— no springing, sir— you 
are only on guard yet," whispered Miss Vernon, as 
she secured him by the collar, and led him downstairs 
until she reached the middle of the last flight, where 
she paused, bringing Philo also to a halt, and en- 
countered the affrighted gaze of Mr. Sliden, who, 
with his foot upon the first stair, was just about to 
ascend to the chamber of Sir James, having pushed 
Martin aside with the assistance of Frederick Evers- 
ham. The latter was administering a sound rating 
to Martin for his " unwarrantable rudeness to a clergy- 
man," while Martin respectively assured his young 
master that he was " only obeying positive orders." 

" Hush ! you disturb Sir James, who, unfortunately, 
has been awakened from sleep by the loud ringing 
of the hall bell. Martin, go at once and muffle it, 
and every other bell in the house except that which 
rings from Sir James's bedroom. Frederick, Martin 
is right to refuse visitors, but of that I will speak 
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to you later on. Mr. Sliden, pray excnBe me that I 
did not first address you. Sir James has been in a 
most critical condition, and is prostrate from exhaustion. 
All here must strictly obey Dr. Brentwood's orders, 
and I am sorry to be quite unable to allow even yon 
to see Sir James. Besides which, this dog would not 
now allow you to pass upstairs ; he is dangerous, believe 
me. 

" Oh, that is all nonsense, madam. The proper rites 
of holy Church must of course be duly administered if, 
as you affirm. Sir James is so seriously ill. Frederick, 
call that brute away," retorted Mr. Sliden angrily, as 
he retreated behind his pupil from the glowing eyes 
of the eager dog. 

Frederick advanced a few paces towards Miss Ver- 
non, who anxiously tightened her hold on Philo ; but, 
as another alarming growl was decidedly levelled at 
him, he turned on his heel with electric velocity, saying, 
"It is no use, sir; I am sorry to appear to disobey 
you, but really I dare not meddle with the furious 
beast ; he would not come at my call either just now, 
but he is quite ready to bite, I can see." 

'' Good afternoon, Mr. Sliden ; I am wanted upstairs, 
and Philo is on guard outside Sir James's room, so 
do not attempt to come upstairs, if you please. After 
to-morrow is over things will be different, and we shall 
no doubt be able to admit you. There is no need for 
any uneasiness regarding Sir James's mental or spiritual 
condition, for he is at length, in very truth, rejoicing 
in Grod, his Saviour." 

As Edith turned away, tugging the great dog after 
her, who seemed loth to leave the enemy, Mr. Sliden 
uttered a very ugly word under his breath, which 
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seemed remarkably like a cnrse, and to Frederick's 
many apologies and entreaties that he would remain 
to dinner, he turned a deaf ear and departed at once, 
telling himself bitterly as he walked on, with head 
down and eyes searching the ground, that he who 
was so nearly the master of Eversham had (perhaps) 
been defeated by a dog and outwitted by a heretic. 

When the hall door was closed on the Jesuit, Miss 
Vernon breathed freely again, and Philo returned to 
his docile serenity. She found the baronet sleeping 
calmly, and nothing of any moment transpired until 
the arrival of Dr. Brentwood, who pronounced his 
patient '4n much the same condition" as on his 
previous visit. The usual formula was gone through, 
and again the doctor took his leave ^' until the follow- 
ing morning," he said. 

Before going to bed, Agnes sat for a time with 
her father, and Miss Vernon retired to snatch a brief 
sleep before beginning the night watch. She was not 
very long away, and returned, looking refreshed and 
ready for anything. 

" Grood-night, my darling ; God bless and shield my 
gentle Agnes," murmured the baronet tenderly, as the 
yonng girl kiBsed Mm affectionately again and again. 

''Grood-night, dearest father, make haste and get 
well ; I shall not be quite happy until I see you in the 
library again in your great chair," smiled his artless 
daughter. 

" We shall none of us be quite happy, my love, until 
we are where yonr mother is. A^es-a^ home-in 
Heaven with the Lord ! " 

Agnes again smiled brightly at her father. She 
hardly knew yet what to make of this wonderful change 
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in him after the many years of his petty tyranny ; bat 
she realised the present happiness of the transfor- 
mation. 

Philip then came to wish his father good-night, and also 
received the old baronet's fervent blessing. Frederick 
sent a message through PhiUp that, as Philo had been 
so disagreeable, he would not trespass in his father's 
room, but hoped he would sleep well and be better in 
the morning. 

Towards midnight, as Edith kept her lonely vigil, Sir 
James suddenly sat up in his bed, and looking earnestly 
upon her, said — 

" Edith, my tried, my true friend, I can never thank 
yon sufficiently for aU yon have been to me and mine- 
indeed, I did not realise it until lately, but when Mr. 
Derwent comes you shall understand how my wife and 
I have appreciated — and how I do now appreciate — 
your devotion and unselfishness." Then he paused, and 
Edith, who had never heard of Mr. Derwent, began to 
wonder whether her patient was wandering, for he 
passed his hand across his forehead and looked some- 
what confused. Presently, however, his face cleared 
again, and he resumed- 

" When Basil Clifford returns with Mr. Derwent, tell 
him that if I cannot stay for the Communion at his 
kind and good hands, I shall receive it at the hands of 
my Divine Master, who has so freely forgiven me. 
Tell dear Basil, I can now say from a sincere heart — 
yes, Edith, a grateful heart — * Thanks be unto God for 
His unspeakable gift ' — Christ ! And, dear friend of so 
many years, assure him that I die in the true Protestant 
faith. Now, call Philip ; I must have his forgiveness 
too, Edith." 
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Two minutea more and Philip was by his father's 
cdde, holdiner his wrinkled hand affectionately between 
his ;wn atro^ young palms. 

** Philip, my dear lad, I have sinned against yon by 
the evil of my procrastinating habit — np to the present 
I have made no provision for your fntnre. I always 
meant to, my boy ; indeed, I intended a handsome allow- 
ance to yon, and poor little Aggie also. Yet I made no 
will to this effect, and have only now awakened to the 
sin of my delay. Will you, can you, my son, for- 
give me ? " 

For answer the young man bent his head and rever- 
ently kissed the pleading face of his sick father, with 
the assurance — 

" I have nothing to forgive, so comfort yourself, my 
dear father, with the knowledge that Agnes and I are 
perfectly at one in this — ^that you have been a kind and 
considerate parent to us always ; that we love you sin- 
cerely, and only long for your speedy restoration to 
healtib ; also, that we are quite satisfied as to your very 
best intentions for our good, and future happiness. 
Nay, do not weep, sir." 

For the old man had bowed his head, covered his face 
with his disengaged hand, and great tears were coursing 
down his cheeks as he murmured brokenly, '* Oh, Some, 
Borne ! you have beggared my noble boy. Derwent is 
not here yet, and I cannot stay till to-morrow " 

Philip laid his father back upon the pillows and tried 
to comfort him, while Miss Vernon administered a 
soothing restorative. Sir James sipped it languidly, 
and presently resumed — 

" I am not unhappy, my dear lad, because I wept ; 
but it was the joy of your forgiveness granted so freely 
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which compelled the tears — and I am so weak, Philip — 
I do thank God for my two noble children. Poor, 
foolish Frederick I pity, and pray for him too. Edith 
will take care of yoa all, and yon must take care of her, 
for she loves you all. There is no need to tell you that 
Basil Clifford is a good man ; that fact is patent. Cul- 
tivate his Christian friendship, PhiUp, my dearest son. 
Ah ! what is this ?— the fearful spasm again— but I am 
ready now. Lord, * Simply to Thy cross I cling.' Yes ! 
* Underneath are the everlasting arms.' Philip — Edith 
— I — must — ^go " 

Philip was amazed to see the glorious light that 
swept the face of his dying father, and exclaimed in a 
hushed voice — 

*' Ah ! cousin Edith, what does he see ? Look ! 
what a beautiful smile ; and what a wonderful light is 
upon his dear upturned face." 

Not so Edith, she was not surprised, having seen the 
death, or rather the entrance into life, of more than 
one Christian. As she looked compassionately at the 
young man, knowing how futile would be the attempt 
to restore his father to this poor world, she said gently, 
**Dear Philip, some men call this dying, but believe 
me, it is God who is granting to your father's im- 
mortal soul an abundant entrance into everlasting life 
in heaven! Your father, happily, will never need 
earthly help from man, yet it will be right to send 
immediately for Dr. Brentwood." 

At this moment, as if by intuition, the St. Bernard 
set up a dismal howl; and, quite unable to control 
himself, Philip flung himself on his knees at his father's 
bedside and burst into tears. 

Miss Vernon, feeling such deep grief was too sacred 
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to be disturbed— knowing also that chastened sorrow 
ultimately brought comfort to the heart — went quickly 
to despatch a messenger for Dr. Brentwood. 

But we turn from the house of mourning for a brief 
space to follow Mr. Clifford's movements. As he had 
promised, he caught the first up-train to London, took 
a cab on his arrival there, and drove to Mr. Derwent's 
office. Mr. Derwent was out, but would return in the 
course of an hour or so, he was informed by a clerk. 
So there was nothing for it but to wait patiently, which 
the Bev. Basil Clifford did, and at last his patience was 
rewarded by seeing the door opened and his friend 
walking in. There was a hearty greeting on both sides, 
then Basil detailed his pressing errand, to which Mr. 
Derwent listened quietly, taking in the situation care- 
fully as the clergyman proceeded to unfold his story, 
and striking off points at issue mentally, thus — 

"Hum! old man, Sir James, weak, very stupid, 
blind to his own interest and the good of his children. 
Ha ! Jesuit in disguise ; he is a wolf amongst feeble 
sheep. Got eldest son under his thumb has he, and 
gradually Bomanising the church and village, of course ; 
what else should a Jesuit do, I should like to know ? 
What! no provision made for the younger son, nor 
for a delicate and only daughter ; and the baronet 
nearing the close of this life ? That's a bad look-out, 
indeed, where a Jesuit has such power, and means ruin 
for these poor young things, or I am much mistaken." 

The lawyer did not interrupt Mr. Clifford, but pre- 
sently struck a bell on the table, and when a clerk 
entered in quick response to the sharp summons the 
clergyman ceased speaking, and Mr. Derwent said 
quietly to his clerk — 
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'* Evans, bring me the ' Bradshaw ' ; then send out for 
chops for two. Mr. Clifford and I have a train to 
catch, bat we need not travel fasting. We must be 
off shortly, so that I cannot see any one, mind — not 
even on urgent business." 

Evans departed like clockwork, and Mr. Derwent, 
taming again to Basil, remarked in a grave tone — 

" This is a serioas matter, my good friend. I hope 
we may not be too late. One never knows the artful 
^ ins and outs ' of these Jesuits, whose subtle craftiness 
is beyond comparison." 

" I quite agree with you ; yet, as there is never an 
evil without an attendant good — ^to those who are 
looking for it in faith — as God never leaves Himself 
without a witness, and there are always those who 
refuse to bow the knee to Baal, I venture to hope fruit 
may spring from the tiny seed sown in Eversham and 
watered by God alone ! Even if there be disappoint- 
ment awaiting us on our arrival, who shall say it is not 
His appointment to prepare the people and place for 
something better? We will do our very best, Mr. 
Derwent, and leave the ultimatum in the hands of that 
One, who alone is all-powerful," rejoined Basil Clifford 
earnestly. 

"Amen! Sir, we will do our duty as Christian 
gentlemen and free-born Protestant Englishmen," was 
the genial conclusion. Here a waiter brought in an 
impromptu dinner, the friends took a hasty meal, 
jumped into a cab, and were just in time to catch their 
desired train. On arriving at Eversham, Mr. Clifford 
secured a fly, and they drove at once in the direction 
of the Manor. As they neared the park, they were 
conscious of a mournful sound like the dismal howl of 
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a large dog, and had there been light enough, Mr. 
Derwent wonld have noticed his companion tnm 
exceedingly pale. As it was, he saw nothing ; but 
the wailing sound jarred on his nerves, and he said, 
" That is a sorry welcome, truly ; I pray that it may 
not be the harbinger of fresh trouble in this place, 
Mr. CUflEord." 

To which Basil had replied that he hoped not, but 
his heart failed him as, when nearing the lodge, he 
saw a groom leave the park and ride off at full speed 
along the high road. There was a light in the lodge, 
and he told the driver of the fly to pull up while he 
made an inquiry. Hearing wheels, the lodge-keeper 
came out, and on seeing Mr. Cli£Eord, said — 

''Oh, sir, the master have been took mortal bad 
again ; he is unconscious, poor gintleman, and the head 
groom be gone oiBf like mad, ter be sure, for Dr. Brent- 
wood." 

" Too late ! I much fear we are too late, my dear 
friend, that bitter waU was a dog's knell for the^ying, 
or the dead," said Mr. Derwent with a melancholy 
shake of the head. '' I am not generally superstitious, 
Mr. ClifiEord, but we lawyers have sometimes to hear 
and see very uncanny things." 

"Oh, I hope not, Mr. Derwent. Poor Philip and 
Agnes, and Sir James dying without his last wishes 
being gratified, without the comfort of the Sacrament 
of the Lord's Supper. Yet, God may have taken all 
the sting out of the disappointment. ' He is able ' to 
do that, and how much more ? " Mr. Clifford broke 
off here, and a brief consultation with his friend 
resulted in their agreeing to dismiss their equipage, 
and walk up to the Manor in case — in the much hoped- 
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for event of Sir James being still alive— the wheels of 
the vehicle should disturb the baronet. As they 
walked on rapidly through the park they noticed that 
lights began to flash in various windows of the Manor, 
and drew their own sad conclusions. Mr. Gli£Eord 
pulled the hall bell very softly — ^not knowing it was 
muffled — ^but as Martin was on the watch the door was 
speedily opened and the dreaded inquiry made. 

" Welcome, Mr. Clifford. Sir, you can comfort the 
living, but you are too late to minister to the dead ! 
Be pleased to come into the dining-room, gentle- 
men, and I will tell Miss Vernon you are here,'* 
answered Martin sorrowfully, as he turned to lead 
the way. 

Mr. Cli£Eord and his friend exchanged glances of 
sympathy ; they were not surprised at the confirmation 
of their fears, but they were truly distressed for the 
bereaved ones as they conjectured the future with Mr. 
Sliden in power over the weak-minded young baronet. 
Sir Frederick Eversham. 

*' Wait a moment, Martin ; tell Miss Vernon, with 
our deep sympathy, that unless we can now render her 
any real service we will not trouble her but will call in 
the morning ; I fear we may be in the way perhaps, 
but be sure you make her understand we are ready to 
do anything she may require now, or at any time. In 
any case we will await Dr. Brentwood's arrival. I 
knew I might include you in this unceremonious 
manner? " said Basil, as he handed Martin his card to 
carry to Miss Vernon, on which he had inscribed Mr. 
Derwent's name also. 

** When you do wrong I shall be one of the first to 
pull you up, Mr. Clifford." 




JESUIT VERSUS PROTESTANT 37 



" Nay, say, rather, to take me down a peg or two. I 
am full of faults, my good friend." 

" Are you really ? well, I must say you have a happy 
knack of keeping them out of sight," rejoined Mr. 
Derwent pleasantly. 

The conscientious clergyman shook his head sadly 
enough, and silence fell upon them until the return of 
Martin, who reported, ** Miss Vernon thanks both you 
gentlemen exceedingly for your kindness, but she feels 
nothing can be done to-night, and she bid me tell you, 
Mr. Gli£Eord, that Sir^ James is at rest in heaven, and 
that he was willing and happy to go home to God." 

The man lowered his head as he drew near the 
conclusion of his message, his voice was husky, and 
tears stood in his eyes. 

" Then may our end be like his ! There is only one 
way to God and heaven, Martin, by ' our Lord Jesus 
Christ.' Nay, do not be ashamed of your tears, my 
man, they do you honour," said Mr. Clifford com- 
passionately. 

" live-and-f orty year, Mr. Clifford, five-and-forty 
year, man and boy, have I been with my poor old 
master, and I dread the rule of my new one. But I'll 
try and follow Sir James by the same ' way ' as he is 
gone ; I will indeed, sir," answered Martin in a choking 
voice, and as if he could bear no more he hurried from 
the room. 

" Poor fellow, * the reign of terror ' is about to begin 
for all in this grand old house in the shape of extreme 
Ritualism, which, of course, will end in Popery, if I am 
not mistaken," observed Mr. Derwent drily, to which 
the clergyman nodded a very sad assent and sighed 
deeply. 
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In due time Dr. Brentwood arrived and went 
immediately to his late patient In the coarse of half- 
an-hoor he came downstairs looking very grave indeed 
and was conducted by Martin to the dining-room. On 
seeing the inmates, he exclaimed, *' Ah ! Mr. Clifford, I 
am truly delighted to see you here; how are you? 
Very pleased to make your acquaintance, Mr. Derwent," 
as Basil introduced his friend. "Any friend of Mr. 
Clifford's is a welcome acquisition, I assure you, 
gentlemen. What a melancholy event has taken place 
here, and rather unexpected too, for Sir James was — 
for the time — certainly better when I last saw him 
alive. But it is impossible to guard against these 
sudden spasms, and failure of the heart. Not for one 
moment would I have left his side could I have foreseen 
this. But no man could have arrested death however, 
and I know he had the most skilful nurse and devoted 
friend in Miss Vernon." 

The doctor went on to tell them of Philip, when 
suddenly the new baronet's voice was heard exclaiming 
in the most petulant tones, "Well, I wish you had 
not disturbed me, that is all ; I would much rather not 
have been told of this painful matter until the 
morning light." 

'* Come along, gentlemen, I can give you a lift in my 
carriage ; you look quite ill, Mr. Clifford, and we can do 
no good here now with that young horror moaning and 
groaning, the selfish hypocrite/' ejaculated the doctor 
hurriedly. And the two friends, feeling the truth of 
this argument, gladly availed themselves of the offer, 
and all three gentlemen left the Manor until the 
morrow. 




CHAPTER m 

A FUNERAL KNELL 

" The shattering of all my hopes, 
The loss of friends and home, 
But draw me from the toils of sin 
To answer Christ's sweet ' Come.' " 

The great bell of the church of Eversham, with solemn 
clanging tone, rang out the death-knell of the late 
Sir James in clarion defiance to the hopes of Basil 
Clifford and Mr. Derwent, for Philip and Agnes Evers- 
ham, but lit up the face of Mr. Sliden with a derisive 
light of cnnning duplicity and mock sadness. It 
awoke the slumbering ^lagers, too, though none 
needed to question for whose departure from earth 
its iron tongue spoke; for all knew that great bell 
tolled only for the exit of an Eversham to another 
world! A smaller bell was reserved for the obscure 
villagers. It was well known that for some time the 
late Sir James had been ailing, also that Dr. Brent- 
wood had been in constant attendance. Yet the death 
was sudden after all, and came as a blow to many 
a faithful heart, for despite his frequent pomposity 
and arrogance, the old baronet had been in the main 
a kind friend to the villagers and a good landlord 
likewise, and they could not hope for his equal in 
Sir Frederick. But who shall describe what that 
solemn bell conveyed to the stricken hearts of Philip 
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and his gentle sister? He tried to comfort her, but 
in vain, as she wept the tears of the despairing. For 
already they had experienced the insolence of their 
elder brother, and the domestics shook their heads 
in grave anticipation of coming events. And Edith 
Vernon? — well, she was calm, thoagh intensely sad 
on account of the sorrow of those around her. She 
felt, also, that this death would doubtless mean the 
separation of herself and Agnes, whom she loved as 
a dear young sister; for she could hardly hope even 
for toleration at the hands of a disguised Jesuit — as 
she for years had believed Mr. Sliden to be — and she 
knew the future master of the Manor would be the 
priest, and not Sir Frederick Eversham ! That young 
gentleman was even at this early age giving himself, 
as the servants said, -^^ airs," and very unpleasant airs 
too. However, Miss Vernon moved gently about the 
house, saying a word of comfort here, or giving whole- 
some counsel there, and was, as usual, the household 
support. 

Everything that was necessary had been tenderly 
done for the departed, whose body lay calmly upon 
the bed in the awful majesty of death ; yet, with an 
expression of holy peace upon the aristocratic face, 
and as Edith gazed upon the wondrous tranquillity, 
she murmured, "Yes! I can trust my God, for *He 
is faithful that promised.' " 

Presently Martin knocked at the door to announce — 
** The Rev. Mr. Clifford and Mr. Derwent, Miss Vernon, 
please." 

" Where are they, Martin ? " inquired Edith. 

" I asked the gentlemen into the morning-room, miss, 
as Mr. Philip and Miss Agnes are in the drawing-room. 
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and Mr. Sliden was in the library, or the stndy, then 
in the dining-room with Sir Frederick — ^he's all over 
the house, as one might say." 

"Never mind, Martin; ask Mr. Clifford and his 
friend whether they mind going into the dining-room, 
and say I will be down directly." 

"Very well. Miss Vernon," replied the old man, 
with an expression of disappointment on his homely 
features. 

"It will be better for me not to have a private 
interview with these friends in case Mr. Sliden should 
endeavour to persuade Frederick that Philip and I 
have been plotting against him," thought Edith, as 
she took a farewell glance at the inanimate form of 
him who had so gladly appointed Mr. Derwent. 

On entering the dining-room she found assembled 
a quartette ; for Mr. Sliden, whose ears were of the 
sharpest and most suspicious, had noted the fact of 
visitors, and affectionately taking the arm of his 
"bereaved Frederick," as he chose to term the new 
baronet, led him to the dining-room in the wake of Mr. 
Clifford and his friend, where, after a very formal 
greeting to Basil, he engaged in conversation with 
Mr. Derwent, thus leaving the two relatives to chat 
together until Edith appeared. 

Mr. Derwent, having been introduced to Miss 
Vernon, and vice versd, the usual expressions of 
sympathy having been duly enlarged upon, in genuine 
sincerity by Basil Clifford and his legal friend, and 
with mock condolence by Mr. Sliden, the business 
matter commenced at once. Said the Bev. Basil 
CUfford— 

" By the express wish of the late Sir James Eversham 
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only yesterday morning, I went to London for the 
purpose of desiring my valued friend, Mr. Derwent, 
to wait npon Sir James immediately, with the view 
of preparing a document in favour of making a 
suitable provision for his younger son and only 
daughter, viz. Mr. Philip and Miss Agnes Eversham." 

Here Mr. Sliden threw a triumphant glance at 
Sir Frederick, which plainly indicated — "There, my 
young friend, what did I tell you? but we will spoil 
their little game," at which the baronet smiled. Mr. 
ClifEord saw the looks passing between tutor and pupil, 
but he went steadily on — 

"Mr. Derwent most kindly returned with me by 
the first train we could catch, but, as you are all 
aware, we were too late, unfortunately, to see Sir 
James prior to his lamented death. Now, as a good 
son and kind brother, Sir Frederick, surely you will 
be ready to carry out the dying wishes of an indulgent 
parent ? Nor will you be impoverished thereby. This 
is my simple and true statement ; but have you any- 
thing to say. Miss Vernon, which can help us in this 
important matter, which I deem to be a necessity, for 
the welfare of our young relatives ? " 

" Yes, Mr. CliJBEord, I have this to affirm. That I 
know what you have stated to be perfectly true, for 
Sir James himself informed me of the object of your 
errand to London, and his desire to do right by Philip 
and Agnes in making instant provision for them, and 
he deeply regretted the evil of procrastination which 
had so long enslaved him and caused him to neglect 
a parent's duty. Moreover, he bade me call Philip 
from his bed, and to him he confessed his faulty 
neglect and sought the dear lad's forgiveness, which 
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was so readily, so generously, accorded, as to bring 
tears of joy to the poor father's eyes. There is also 
one other thing I would say here, Mr. ClifiEord. Sir 
James charged me with a message to you. He said, 
* When Basil Clifford returns with Mr. Derwent, tell 
him that if I cannot stay for the Communion at his 
kind and good hands, I shall receive it at the hand 
of my Divine Master, who has freely forgiven me. 
Tell dear Basil I can now say from a sincere heart, 
''thanks be unto God for His unspeakable gift, 
Christ ! " and assure him that I die in the pure Pro- 
testant faith.' " 

" Thank God ! "— '* Oh ! thank God," came in low, 
earnest tones from both Mr. Derwent and Basil Clifford 
as Miss Vernon paused. 

Brave Edith, not one word did she say of Sir 
James's intended provision for her. 

Mr. Derwent had, while listening intently to Miss 
Vernon, been gauging Mr. Sliden's feelings pretty 
correctly, for although a bland smile covered the 
Jesuit's face, the keen-witted lawyer noted the deadly 
vengeance hidden in those dreadful eyes which flashed 
from one to the other of the speakers. But he simply 
addressed himself to the baronet, who had allowed 
Basil's words to pass unheeded, as a ''forlorn hope"; 
for he felt persuaded in his own mind that the young 
man had been prepared by his false friend and tutor 
against his brother's and sister's claims. 

"Sir Frederick Eversham, you will, of course, fall 
in with the desire of your late father, and allow me at 
once to carry out his last wishes respecting some 
provision for your brother and sister? I shall have 
extreme pleasure in doing this, free of any trouble or 
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cost to yourself — not that a little money is of any 
moment to you, I am aware of that — but you would 
confer a great favour upon me, I do assure you," said 
Mr. Derwent with a frank, genial smile. 

" Mr. Derwent, I am obliged to you, and am sensible 
of your kindness, but I have my own legal man — our 
fanuly lawyer for years, yon understand-and any 
business relating to the law, or settlement of any kind, 
in fact, will be undertaken by Mr. Benson, my late 
father's solicitor and mine also," repUed Sir Frederick, 
as if he were a mere parrot repeating a lesson that 
had been hammered into him, as indeed it had. 

Mr. Derwent knew it would be so, therefore he merely 
bowed, and said sadly, ''Sir Frederick, I am not 
permitted to move you to obedience, justice, or kindness, 
and am truly sorry for yon in this matter, but take 
care remorse does not soon follow this decision, for I see 
your situation exactly, and, believe me, you will live to 
prove it the reverse of a happy one." 

Sir Frederick could not reply, and Mr. Derwent*s 
manner had been so marked as to draw the close 
attention of Mr. Sliden, who observed, "It was a 
thousand pities Sir James was allowed to depart this 
life without the administration — by me, his Vicar — of 
the Blessed Sacrament, and an unfortunate statement 
that he would receive it at the hands of our blessed 
Lord." 

" I cannot agree with you there, Mr. Sliden," quickly 
interposed Mr. Derwent, " evidently Sir James Evers- 
ham was so near heaven, so in touch with Jesus, that 
he experienced then a sweet communion vdth his 
Saviour, and although he had longed to receive the 
Sacramental Communion — ^the earthly bread and wine 
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— ^as a type of the body and blood of our Lord (who 
coininanded this should be done * in remembrance ' of 
His perfect sacrifice and finished work), yet the actual 
nearness of Christ Himself no doubt suggested Sir 
James's striking message. A man whose religion Ues 
in his heart, does not display much desire for outward 
symbols and ceremonies. It has been truly said that, 
* where the reality is absent, the counterfeit is most 
frequently found/ " 

" You cannot call a symbol a counterfeit ? " argued 
Mr. Sliden. 

" A symbol is a type ; God's types are never counter- 
feits, though man's often are." 

**Well, do you think a church any the worse for 
being adorned with elegant carvings?" inquired the 
Jesuit, artfully backing out of his argument. 

'' If the carvings are of an idolatrous tendency, and 
capable of being made into idols — images of saints, 
for instance — undoubtedly it is the worse, Mr. Sliden." 

"How could they be idolatrous? Nobody would 
worship an image surely, sir ? " 

** I differ from you there ; I have seen a great deal 
of image-worship of various sorts, not always known 
to the worshipper." 

" I see to what you allude, Mr. Derwent, but we do 
not worship the hbly cross ; we look through the symbol 
to the thing signified; our minds being earthly, we 
need something to remind us of our Lord's passion." 

"Precisely," ejaculated Mr. Derwent in a shocked 
tone. " You cling, Mr. Sliden, to warning statements, 
which in very deed are savouring most strongly of 
idolatry. 'Make us gods which shall go before us,' 
give us something that we can see. But, sir, true 
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Christians * walk by faith, not by sight.' Ton seem to 
ignore God's command, 'Te shall not make with Me 
gods of silver, neither shall ye make uTvto you gods of 
gold.' The one is Bitnalism, the other is Paganism ; 
but both are making gods — other gods beside God ! " 

As the Jesuit had no answer ready, or, if he had, 
he did not choose to reply, Mr. Clifford asked, " And 
where do you put Bomanism, Mr. Derwent ? " 

"Where has it placed itself but mid-way between 
the two, grasping a hand of either ? " replied his friend 
gloomily. 

" It is a strange thing that men should be found to 
fancy that the idolatry can be right or wrong, according 
as the image worshipped is of gold or clay," suggested 
Miss Vernon. 

"Or simple bread or wine," added Mr. Clifford 
reflectively. 

Here Mr. Sliden, feeling the conversation was going 
against him, and not wishing to get involved in the 
presence of his pupil, whom he was daily instructing in 
the very errors which the present company were doing 
their best to expose, the Jesuit, whose rage (like a 
smouldering fire, which smoulders and smoulders 
quietly emitting a smoke so imperceptible that people 
are unaware of the dangerous foe until in an un- 
expected moment it bursts into flames, and that too 
perhaps when men and women are asleep), could be 
subdued no longer, sprang to his feet, crying, " Sir 
Frederick, my dear papil, I do not wish you to listen 
to these people, who seem utterly to ignore our blessed 
Lord's own words, *This is My body.' Come away 
from such ridiculous arguments, I implore you." 

" Nay, Mr. Sliden, you do a deadly wrong to that 
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yooDg man's soul by not allowing him to ' search the 
smptares,' as our Lord commanded, comparing scripture 
with scripture until he arrives at * the Truth ' of God, 
even Christ ; whose teaching none dare dispute, unless 
he be an infidel, and you are, of course, aware there 
have been many such in the Church of Eome ? " 
said Mr. ^Derwent sternly, althoagh at the same 
time he looked pityingly at the poor dupe, as he 
bowed stiffly to him, and followed Mr. Sliden from 
the room. 

"Poor, silly, young fellow. Why, he is a mere 
machine in that man's hands. Miss Vernon/' Mr. 
Derwent remarked. "I trust, however, that he has 
not the like power over the younger brother ? " 

** No, I am thankful to say Philip has more of his 
dear mother's character and cannot so easily be duped. 
Besides, since Mr. Clifford came amongst us (whatever 
hold Mr. Sliden formerly had over him as his tutor) the 
yoke of bondage has gradually been slipping off, and I 
believe it will not be long ere Philip becomes a staunch 
adherent of the true Protestant Church of England — 
as I am glad to find we all are. Philip needs Christ 
first; the rest will follow," replied Edith Vernon 
musingly. 

" Good ! " ejaculated Mr. Derwent in a triumphant 
voice, while Mr. Clifford expressed himself " thankful 
that his humble efforts had not been in vain in Philip's 
case." 

'* Well, Miss Vernon, we need not detain you longer, 
but if there is anything we can do for yoD, pray let us 
know. Neither will we disturb Philip, as we heard 
from Martin that he was comforting his sister, and it 
is too early to intrude upon their sorrow ; but pray 
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assure them of our deep sympathy and sincere desire 
to help them to the fullest extent of our power, if they 
will allow us the privilege. We shall not get an in- 
vitation to the coming funeral — Mr. Sliden will appoint 
matters now. I do not know whether Mr. Derwent 
will be able to attend, but I intend to be present, as I 
desire to show my respect to the memory of Sir James 
as a kinsman and a friend," said Mr. Clifford. 

Edith thanked both gentlemen very heartily, and 
hoped they might meet again under happier circum- 
stances. She said there was nothing they could do for 
her just then, and promised to let them hear how things 
went on at the Manor under the new regime, which 
seemed to have commenced so unhappily. She con- 
cluded by telling them that poor Philo was so angry 
when Mr. Sliden arrived that morning that Sir 
Frederick had ordered him to be chained up, and this 
unusual proceeding had so hurt his dignity that he 
refused to eat. 

■'• Unless it is sympathy with the mourners in their 
distress for his dead master. Dogs are curious 
creatures, and gauge real sorrow to a nicety ; I have 
known such cases, believe me," observed Mr. Derwent, 
as they shook hands as cordially at parting as though 
they had been friends for years. But Christian sym- 
pathy is a marvellous factor, and who shall say the 
friendship of sincere Christians is not the surest link 
in all creation ? A lasting bond for time and 
eternity ! 

Edith returned to her many household responsibili- 
ties feeling refreshed in spirit for the exchange of 
sentiments in keeping with her own, and when later in 
the day Mr. Derwent returned to London he told him- 
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self that Miss Vernon was one of the sweetest women 
he had ever met. 

As the Sey. Basil Clifford was returning from seeing 
Mr. Derwent off by the train he overtook his brother 
cnrate, Mr. Owen, who walked with his hands clasped 
behind him, his eyes fixed npon the ground, and 
himself apparently qnite lost in meditation. 

"Are yon solving, or having solved, are you 
digesting some knotty point, Owen ? " inquired Basil 
pleasantly. "You might be mistaken for the tragic 
Muse." 

" Glad to see you, Mr. Clifford. The fact is, in the 
progress of my morning visitation I have had a some- 
what remarkable discussion with old Ben Boberts, and 
it has set me thinking, that is all." 

" He is a curiosity, certainly, but not all bad. Did 
he give you ' the cut direct,' as the phrase is, and tell 
you to * clear out, or he would put you out in double- 
quick time ' ? *' interrogated Basil smilingly. " He has 
said that to me and worse, too, many times." 

" Then did you take him at his word and ' clear out,' 
Clifford?" 

" Certainly not, I stayed on all the longer, of course, 
Owen." 

"Well, so did I this morning, for somehow I felt 
that as you will, I fear, be soon leaving us, I ought not 
to longer neglect these poor creatures in whom you 
have taken such a kind interest. The man likes and 
respects you, Clifford." 

" What ! Ben Roberts likes me ? " 

"Yes, indeed; he says through your persevering 
kindness he is now a changed man, and also that you 
have been the means God has used to open his eyes. 
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Just listen to his strange illustration in support of his 
argument, Clifford — but perhaps youknow the anecdote? 
First of all, though, I must tell you I had been charged 
with a severe reprimand from Mr. Sliden to Ben 
Roberts, because he had openly declared ' there ought 
to be an end of all Romanising in Eversham church/ 
or some words to that effect. Well, after I had faith- 
fully delivered the Vicar's message to Ben, he said in a 
very decided voice — 

" * Now, Mr. Owen, I've got a little story to tell you, 
and here it is, sir, I hope you will profit by it too : 
There was once a poor Irishman who in a time of 
distress and sore need looked around him — but in vain 
— for some article of furniture which he might sell to 
advantage, in order to buy necessary food for himself 
and his starving family. In his despair he was about 
to give up all hope, when his eye chanced to light 
upon a tiny kitten of a few days old. It was a pretty 
little creature, and poor Pat said, " Wife ! smile ag'in, 
darlin'; shure an' I'll take the pritty cr'atur' to his 
riverence the praist." Pat hastened out with his furry- 
treasure, never doubting for an instant the holy father's 
generosity. But he was doomed to bitter disappoint- 
ment, although he assured his reverence that it was 
"A rale Roman Catholic kitten." The priest would 
not buy the creature, and growled out, ''A kitten with 
its eyes shut is a stupid thing. Take it home again, 
Pat, for you can never sell such a blind bat." Terribly 
discouraged, the Irishman turned away and conveyed 
the mewing morsel back to his wretched home. The 
following morning the intense hunger of his family 
made it more necessary for Pat to obtain the where- 
withal to appease it. Catching up the kitten again, he 
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noticed that its eyes were open, which made it look 
prettier than ever, and he muttered, " I can't do away 
wi' yer. Mither, she's amused our children. But 
ye're a rale beauty, little kitty, an' p'r'aps the ither 
riverind gintleman 'ill buy yer." So he hurried oflF to 
a Protestant clergyman, who was highly amused at the 
witticisms of the Irishman, and at the clever manner 
in which he tried to dispose of the little animal as, " A 
good Protestant kitten." 

a ( <i jfy pQQj. friend," said the clergyman kindly, " I 
heard yesterday that you tried to sell this kitten to 
your priest, whom you assured it was a real Roman 
Catholic kitty." 

***** So she was ; so she was yesterday, yer riverince ; 
the poor thing didn't know no better yesterday, fur 
she had not got her eyes open. To-day she can see 
clearly, yer honour, an' so she's a rale Protestant ! " 

** ' The clergyman, who was a sincere Christian, was 
exceedingly diverted, and sorry too for the starving 
Irishman, who was starving both in the spiritual as 
well as the temporal life, and he gave Pat immediate 
relief for his family, telling him he hoped the same 
God who in infinite wisdom had created him and his 
kitten, would be pleased to open his eyes spiritually, 
that he might see and believe in the Lord Jesus Christ 
to the saving of his immortal soul. Nor was it the 
last conversation the good man had with Pat on things 
pertaining to the kingdom of God and of His Christ.' 
That is Ben Roberts's story, and it has hit me very hard." 

Mr. Owen paused with an audible sigh, and,looking 
at him earnestly, Basil Clifford said kindly, as he laid a 
gentle hand on his brother clergyman's shoulder — 

** There is the filmy haze of doubt to be cleared 
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away, Owen, and until that is done, yon will never find 
* The True light.' Ask God to open the eyes of your 
understanding, as He has already done for poor old 
Ben, and He will show you distinctly by His Spirit 
that the true Head of the Church is not Borne, not the 
Pope, not Ritualism, but Christ Himself! And all 
sincere Protestants, clergy and laity, in earnestly 
protesting against sacerdotalism and the would-be 
usurper, Rome, are in very deed upholding the true 
Christian Church, i.e. His Body, as He designates all 
sincere believers, and for whom Jesus died." 

** Then Ben Roberts is upholding the true Church, of 
course, and in my heart I know you to be right ; but 
I have been led on by Mr. Sliden and others, and have 
gone so far astray from Protestantism, Clifford, my 
good friend." 

" Come back again, my dear fellow, if you desire to 
be a happy man ; return to the Shepherd and Bishop 
of your soul. If you have ever really been a true 
sheep of Christ's flock. He will see to it that you do 
not stray too far from His fold. The Shepherd goes 
after the lost sheep until He find it. You know this, 
Owen? And you are wretched because you have 
wilfully steeled your heart against Scriptural truths 
to embrace errors which imperil your own soul and 
blight your happiness both in spiritual and temporal 
matters." 

" It is quite true, alas ! and I may say your faithful- 
ness, Clifford, against the Ritualistic practices in our 
Church has aroused me from spiritual lethargy. But 
what can I do? If I disobey Mr. Sliden I shall 
certainly lose my curacy here, and I have a widowed 
mother to support, partially." 
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" Well, Vincent Owen, there is God ! Do you leave 
Him out of the question ? He has always a prepared 
place for a faithful servant, 'No good thing will He 
withhold from them that walk uprightly.' You have 
not been studying your Bible lately, my dear fellow, 
or I should not have to remind you of His care ; He 
will give you something infinitely better, believe me, 
and true-hearted English men and women are crying 
out for a faithful clergy whose text-book is the Bible, 
whose teaching is Christ, and they ask for services 
untainted with idolatry, Jesuitism, and Bome. Why 
is it, do you think, that so many Dissenting ministers 
in the present day draw such crowded congregations ? 
Owen, it is simply because they preach Christ faith- 
fully ! But men like Mr. Sliden drive all the Christian 
element out of the Church of England into Dissenting 
Chapels, or to find a spiritual home amongst Plymouth 
Brethren. Christians, who have been fed upon the 
finest of the wheat, cannot be expected to put up with 
husks or chaflF. But * Drive out the Christians — the 
heretics' — the Pope would say, 'Down with the real 
Protestant Church of England, and disestablish her ! ' 
It suits Eome, for the time being, to rather pat 
Nonconformity on the back, but once let the Evangel- 
ical Church become nil, and Nonconformity will have 
to sleep with both eyes open to avoid the false friend ! 
They do well to steer clear of Romanising ceremonials, 
but let them remember all zealous Protestants do the 
same and desire only a pure Church free from idolatry 
in which they may worship God on simple evangelical 
lines. Those who read their Bibles carefully find that 
Christ Himself said to His disciples, 'As whom ye 
diine as lights in the world ' ; not lights in convents 
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and monasteries, as Mr. Sliden will try to convince 
people, and I much fear he has deluded many of the 
weak folks of Eversham, also some who, being too lazy 
to * search the scriptures ' for themselves, as our Lord 
commanded, take all your Vicar says for granted, and 
in so doing are preparing for themselves a very 
wretched future. As the Church of England is 
becoming so worldly, in the misuse of high-flown music 
and idolatrous ceremonials, I feel sad to think of the 
Christian element leaving her, and wonder they do not 
see it to be a duty so to ' shine as lights,' that their 
purifying presence may extinguish the return of 
pagan darkness and idolatry. But speaking of Dis- 
senters, did you ever hear what the Rev. John Newton, 
the well-known Evangelical clergyman, said once to a 
Dissenting minister ? *' 

" I cannot remember to have done so, CliflFord." 

"Well, he said, *I should like to add one more 
petition to the Litany.' 

" * You might introduce a dozen if you were a 
Dissenter,' was the reply. 

*• ' Perhaps so ; but I should be satisfied with one, 
even as an Episcopalian.' 

" * And what would that be ? ' 

'* * Well,' replied Mr. Newton, * seeing that many of 
my brethren are carried about by every form and 
passing wind of doctrine, I would pray : " Prom all 
windmills in the head, good Lord deliver us." ' 

"There's a Roland for your Oliver, Owen," said Mr. 
Cliflford, smiling. 

" That's not at all bad," responded the Rev. Vincent 
Owen, " but it does not, in my opinion, come near the 
bishman's kitten that got its eyes opened." 
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"Ah ! " returned Basil quickly, " * No hay mal que 
por bien no venga/ " 

** Whatever gibberish are you talking?" demanded 
Mr. Owen. 

" Have you been so far on the Boman rpad and do 
not know the little proverb, ' It is an ill wind that 
blows nobody good/ which is attributed to the Spanish ? 
Owen, I was simply meaning that it is a good thing 
for you that your Vicar sent you to scold Ben Roberts, 
because it has set you thinking in earnest. Here is 
something more I advise you to lay to heart. When 
the late Prince Consort was alive — one of the most 
respected and admired of all men — he used to say to 
the young men of England, * Find out God's plan in 
your generation, and never cross it, but fall into your 
own place in it.' Now, I believe you — not so many 
years ago that you have forgotten, Owen — did know 
God's plan of salvation for you ; also that you took your 
stand as a Christian man ; but you have fallen out of the 
ranks, and my earnest advice is, ' Fall into line, march!'" 

"Yes, you are right, Clifford," said Vincent Owen 
huskily, as he wrung his friend's hand. ** Well do I 
know, if the pure Christian doctrines wholly expire 
through the (prohibition of the Bible, or if the people 
simply rely upon the exposition of the High Church 
party, and our divine service by the return of Pagan- 
Bomanism be changed into a worship perfectly sensual 
to the imagination, Christianity (the pure religion 
Christ instituted) will be completely driven out of it. 
You are, you have been, in opposing me in the ritual 
of our services during Mr. Sliden's absence, a good 
friend to me as well as to Ben Roberts — only until 
now I have played the coward; however, my hearty 
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my ears, my eyes are fully open to the danger of our 
beloved Church of England; I declare myself a true 
Protestant, and have need, very humbly, to seek the 
Lord's pardon for my near desertion ; but I have fallen 
into line again, and am ready to march, even though it 
be from Eversham. Basil Clifford, I am proud of and 
thankful for your Christian friendship." 

*' And I of yours, Owen. You may have a tough fight 
with your Vicar — which like the furious gale will cause 
the giant oak to take a firmer hold at the roots — but, 
* be of good cheer,' for you are in the right, and God 
will be with you." 

So the friends parted, and Basil noticed that the Bev. 
Vincent Owen carried himself quite differently, with head 
erect, joyous smile, and elastic step, so contrary to the 
usual downcast expression and listless gait of him who, 
until now, had been the Vicar of Eversham's tool. 

The day for the important funeral of the late baronet 
came at length, and numerous were the mourners at 
the imposing spectacle. The inhabitants of the entire 
village and surrounding neighbourhood, including 
friends from a distance, were present at the interment. 
As Mr. Clifford had expected, he had not been asked 
as a relative to play the part of mourner, for Mr. 
Sliden had succeeded most effectually in convincing 
Sir Frederick that Basil was a most dangerous foe to 
his future interests, both spiritual and temporal, and 
was not to be tolerated for an instant. He assured his 
docile pupil that Basil Clifford had been trying to sow 
heresy all over the village, and implored him, if he 
valued his peace of mind and the honour of his house, 
to keep his innocent young sister Agnes from the taint 
of such a monster, who had so wrought upon the 
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weakness of his late respected father until, sad to say, 
Sir James was tempted (could he have legally done so) 
to leave all his fortune to his younger son and daughter 
instead of to him, the rightful heir. That all this had 
been done secretly by that viper Clifford to further his 
wicked scheme of possessing himself of the hand of 
Agnes and carrying off the valuable jewels of the late 
Lady Eversham, and which were to form part of the 
dowry of Agnes as his bride. That Mr. Clifford and 
Mr. Derwent had, between them, hatched a terrible 
conspiracy against him, which (in nothing short of a 
miracle) had been revealed in a wonderfully mysterioas 
manner when he (Mr. Sliden) was on his knees in 
prayer, in earnest supplication for the welfare of his 
dearest pupil, Sir Frederick Eversham. This, and 
much more untruth did the wily Jesuit pour into the 
ears of the astonished and affrighted young baronet, 
who listened like one appalled by a horrible nightmare, 
and so successfully was the Jesuit's part played, that 
his pupil regarded his false statements as true, and 
after thanking Mr. Sliden warmly for his goodness and 
the kind interest he took in the honour of his house 
and family, he willingly promised to submit everything 
to the guidance of his false friend, and declared that 
neither Basil Clifford nor his base accomplice, the 
lawyer Derwent, should ever again darken Eversham 
Manor with their hateful presence and daring plots 
against himself and his sister. This was exactly the 
ultimatum Mr. Sliden intended Sir Frederick to arrive 
at, and very soon he meant to see the last of Miss 
Vernon at the Manor also, because he knew her senti- 
ments and Basil Clifford's were in unison regarding 
God's plan of salvation for mankind, and that their 
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great desire for Evangelical Protestantism in the 
Established Church of England was mutual. 

But one at a time must be removed, for he felt 
Edith would be more helpless when deprived of the 
counsel and security of the presence of so reliable a 
coadjutor as the Eev. Basil CliflFord. However, he 
thought now, at all events, was his chance to strike a 
decided blow — albeit it was a stab in the dark as all 
the Jesuit stabs are — and rid Eversham of an enemy 
once and for ever. It has been rightly said that, " Men 
who worship chance can have no true faith in the will 
of God, and Salvation itself becomes like the big prize 
in the Christmas lottery, which every one hopes to win 
by luck." B^ this as it may, it is quite certain that 
the Eomish clergy make the utmost of any event tend- 
ing to strengthen their corrupt system by secretly 
endeavouring to foil and overthrow Protestantism by 
their cunning art. Certainly, they do not agree with 
Augustine, who said, " Let there be unity in what is 
necessary, liberty in what is doubtful ; love and charity 
in all." The unity of the wicked founder of the 
Jesuits meant a stab in the dark, or poison in the wine 
offered to a benefactor ; his idea of liberty was profli- 
gacy ; love and charity he had none, but he possessed 
a very hard heart and greedy mind, also a marvellously 
cunning brain for inventing the most horrible instru- 
ments of torture for helpless men, women, and children 
who loved Christ, and quietly sought to serve Him 
faithfully. Oh, Protestant England! ere it be too 
late, awake to the solemn fact that Ignatius Loyola 
revelled in the tortures of the Inquisition, and that what 
Rome was in his day she is secretly now, and greedily 
watches and waits for the true Christian's blood ! 



A FUNERAL KNELL 59 

Naturally a little coolness sprang up between the 
brothers, when Sir Frederick refused to listen to the 
pleading of Philip on behalf of Basil Clifford as their 
own relative, and one who had been of signal service to 
their father spiritually, and for whom (like his father) 
Philip felt a great respect and affection. But being 
under the tutelage of Mr. Sliden, Sir Frederick was, 
of course, inexorable. Sir Frederick's blank refusal 
was exceedingly painful to Philip and Agnes — ^inex- 
plicable also — for the baronet was not allowed by Mr. 
Sliden to state his reasons for not allowing Mr. 
Clifford to be invited to attend the funeral or call at 
the Manor. Frank and generous himself — almost to 
a fault — Philip never dreamed of treachery, neither 
did any sordid desires occupy his mind. True, he had 
no wealth to call his own, but it did not vex his noble 
heart. He neither knew the meaning of poverty or 
riches. When he had wanted money to give a birth- 
day present to another, or for some charitable purpose, 
he had simply communicated his desires to his father, 
who had always been delighted to promote his un- 
selfish younger son's wishes, which had never been too 
extravagant for the rich parent to gratify. In like 
manner, a true child of God, "having nothing, yet 
possessing all things," can make his requests known 
to his Heavenly Father, who has promised to supply 
all the ** need " (though not the fancied wants) of His 
children "in Christ." But Philip — like many more — 
had not fully learned this valuable lesson of simple 
assurance and humble dependence upon the only One 
who is "able" to help, and to "save to the utter- 
most." 

Going one morning, soon after the funeral, into the 
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library, he came upon Mr. Sliden and his brother in 
close consultation with the family lawyer, Mr. Benson. 
Philip was startled to see rather a guilty expression 
cross his brother's face as their eyes met, coupled 
with a harsh look from Mr. Sliden, but both expres- 
sions flitted away, and Mr. Sliden said in an affable 
tone of voice — 

" Good morning, my dear Philip, how do you do ? " 

" Good morning, gentlemen all, but am I intruding ? 
I cannot say you appear very pleased at my arrival 
amongst your assembly, and at such an early hour 
too." 

" Now, my dear Mr. Philip,'* said Mr. Benson as he 
looked up from his writing and turned round to greet 
the new-comer, "I did not see you enter, but I am 
very glad to behold your bright face now. It is all 
my fault that we are gathered together here so early, 
because it is necessary I do certain private things 
with Sir Frederick relating to formal business matters 
in connection with the affairs of your lamented father, 
and things must be weighed and disposed of immedi- 
ately ; for I am bound to catch the first London train, 
so I kno>7 you will excuse us, will you not ? " 

" Then, I am evidently in the way," replied Philip 
rather bitterly. "Yet, as Mr. Sliden is here, why 
should the presence of an affectionate brother be 
objectionable ? Such things used not to be, Fred." 

Before any one else could respond, Mr. Benson 
smilingly announced — 

** Oh, the Vicar is here to see all is fair and square, 
you know, my dear young sir. Ha, ha, ha! Pray 



excuse me." 



"Mr. Benson, I am shocked at your levity," ex- 
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postulated Mr. Sliden in his most dignified manner. 
" My dear old pupil, my good Philip, I am only here 
for the honour of your house and the development of 
that, which will bring both happiness and peace to Sir 
Frederick, your dear sister, and yourself. Had you 
been the elder brother, you would now be in the 
position of trial and complication in which Sir Frede- 
rick is placed as the heir of Eversham. Like him, 
you too would have been glad of my aid. The re- 
sponsibilities are numerous and great, believe me — too 
heavy for the shoulders of a young man like your dear 
brother to bear alone — therefore he is glad to be sup- 
ported by the counsel of an older man, the one, in 
fact, who has tried so faithfully all these years to 
enrich his mind and prepare his heart for the great 
events which happen to those in lofty positions. Only 
for his good am I here, Philip, and I know you have 
sufficient common-sense not to wish it otherwise." 

" Certainly, sir, I only desire Fred's happiness, but 
I cannot, for the life of me, see why Miss Vernon, 
Aggie, and I should now be shut out of all the family 
councils, in which we naturally take great interest, and 
to which our dear old father always invited us, feeling 
sure of our warmest support and truest sympathy. I 
will instantly evaporate if I am not wanted, but, at 
your leisure, Fred, I should like ten minutes* conver- 
sation with my only brother, whom I love sincerely." 

Sir Frederick silently inclined his head, but uttered 
not one word to the afiEectionate young man, who, 
with a sad smile and a weary sigh, turned away. As 
Philip left the library, with a lingering glance at the 
great oak chair in the window, which had been his 
father's favourite seat, Mr. Sliden, like a cautious cat 
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with its velvet paws and hidden talons, moved across 
the turkey carpet, and without a sound secured the 
door. Then with a wave of his hand he signed to 
Mr. Benson to resume his work — a work which was to 
bring wretchedness and misery in its train. Nothing 
less than a Romish plot, into which the poor dupe was 
being gulled ! 

On leaving the library Philip went straight to the 
morning-room, where, as he expected, he found Miss 
Vernon. She was seated at her desk, going over some 
household accounts. Her habit was to check and 
balance regularly, but owing to her close attendance on 
the late baronet they were just a trifle in arrears. 

" Shall I disturb you, cousin Edith ? Are you too busy 
to give a few words of comfort to a sorry wight?" 

" No, never so absorbed as to be unable to attend to 
the woes of another ; besides, there is not so much the 
matter with these accounts after all. What is the 
trouble now, dear Philip?" inquired Edith with an 
encouraging smile, that seemed to lift a load of care 
from the young man's heart, and he returned her 
smile affectionately, saying — 

'* I do not know what Aggie and I would do, cousin 
Edith, were we to be deprived of your kind sympathy. 
Well, the fact is, I am feeling rather hurt in my mind 
because I can never now get a minute's conversation 
with Fred. This morning, not only Mr. Sliden, but 
Benson too, is with him in the library, and they — 
Vicar and lawyer, I mean — as good as told me I was in 
the way." And Philip went on to recount the past scene 
in the library, and the extraordinary silence of his 
brother. 

" Philip," answered Miss Vernon gravely, " it is for 
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you to cast yourself entirely upon God now ; could I 
comfort you how willingly I would do so, dear lad ; all 
I can urge you to do at this crisis is to play the man, 
for I much fear many and worse changes are in store 
for us. Mr. Sliden being in power, at this present, 
we must be brave, and prepared for anything. Although 
I sorely need rest, yet you find me unusually busy day 
by day. This is because Mr. Sliden will soon desire to 
be rid of my presence here, and I wish our dear Aggie 
to find everything in perfect order when my dismissal 
arrives, which may be at any hour now, I grieve to 
feel." 

" What ! you leave us, cousin Edie ? Impossible ; we 
cannot, we will not, do without you. Whatever does 
Aggie say to this monstrous behaviour on the part of 
Mr. Sliden, pray ? " demanded Philip, as he paced the 
room in visible agitation. 

" Hush ! I do not wish your sister to know until the 
last possible moment ; she will have plenty of trial in 
the future, I doubt not, so you and I will spare her all 
we can, Philip. I could have wished that she and 
Basil ClifEord had cared for each other, that she might 
have his strong support through life. He is noble, 
good, and true, and would have been just the man to 
develop her character which, although a sweet one, at 
present is rather weak. Did you know your dear 
father desired their union in the futufe?" 

" Oh yes, cousin ; poor father talked of it as a most 
desirable thing for Agnes, and Basil has plenty of 
private means, he said also. But there is nothing 
between them, as far as I know, and, of course, Aggie 
would be very young to marry; she is not nineteen 
yet" 
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" I did not think of her immediate marriage, far from 
it, Phil ; for I hold that no man or woman should marry 
until after they have passed their majority — some are 
unfitted even then, not knowing their own minds— but 
I should have been thankful, now that I shall be leav- 
ing, if I could have seen her in the care of a wiser 
counsellor than Fred; for, of course, Mr. Sliden will 
not allow me to take Aggie from Eversham, much as I 
should love to do so." 

" And, pray, why do you leave me out of the ques- 
tion ? " asked Philip, with a good-tempered smile. " I 
am not wise, cousin mine, but I will do my very best 
for Aggie. Do you know, I feel it to be rather shabby 
of ClifiEord, to whom I wrote an apology concerning the 
funeral affair. Then a second letter ; but he has taken 
no notice of either.'* 

Miss Vernon looked at Philip pityingly, and only 
answered the latter part of his remarks with — 

" I should say Basil Clifford has never received them, 
or, that if he did get your epistles, his replies have been 
purposely kept from you. This is all in keeping with 
poor old Philo being termed * a ferocious and dangerous 
brute!' Yes, the faithful dog well knows to whose 
malice he owes that heavy chain. Certainly not to 
Fred, notwithstanding he it was who gave the order, 
poor, silly fellow." 

Again did Philip pace the room, with rapid strides 
and clenched hands, until Edith's gentle voice recalled 
him to himself ; then he sank into a chair by her side, 
like a man awaking from a horrible dream. 

"Then you think, cousin Edith, there is some 
treachery at work, now that my poor old father has 
been laid in his grave ? " he inquired anxiously. 
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" Philip ! I do not think, I feel persnaded that evil 
undermining has been going on in this honse for a long 
time, unfortunately." 

" I knew you objected to the useless ceremonials and 
gaudy trappings at our church, and I remember well 
how you opposed the thought of instituting the Confes- 
sional there, but both my dear old father and I imagined 
that was the extent of your fear of the Vicar, cousin 
Edie." 

At this moment the door was opened, and Philip rose 
to welcome his sister and receive her caress. 

Agnes Eversham was a timid girl, of graceful car- 
riage, with a clinging disposition, like the ivy that 
needs a firm support round which to twine and show to 
advantage its delicate tendrils. She was as afiectionate 
as she was pretty, and it might have been truly said of 
her that she was perfectly unsuspecting and without 
guile. Miss Vernon had inculcated a sweet naturalness 
of character which well suited the fair young girl known 
as "the gentle Agnes." Her deep mourning added to 
her fragile form, and traces of severe weeping still 
paled the calm face. 

As Edith Vernon steadily regarded the affectionate 
brother and sister, and felt convinced of their mutual 
unselfish love, her stronger mind took a sudden re- 
solve. 

"If I can help it, they shall not be parted; or, if the 
home ties must be severed, it shall be only for a time, 
God helping me," was her mental remark. Glancing at 
her watch, she said, aloud — 

" After all, Philip, I shall not have time this morn- 
ing to finish my accounts satisfactorily, so if you have 
nothing better to do just now, I should like you to hear 
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of an experience I had when I was a girl some three 
years younger than our Agnes there. Come and sit 
down, both of you, for I wish Aggie to hear it 
particularly." 

'' Delighted, cousin Edith ; anything to pass an hour 
away and dispel the gloom," replied the young man 
seriously; while Agnes clapped her little hands and 
said — 

" Yes, do tell us something that really happened to 
you when you were a girl. Cousin Edith's stories are 
always so refreshing and gladsome, and I, too, Phil, 
dear, am so weary of this death-like silence which 
seems to pervade the house. It is far worse eyen than 
when father dear was lying so helplessly ill and in a 
dying condition. I wonder what is the matter with 
every one here ? Nobody is happy now — even our old 
romp Philo is most cruelly treated, and he is positively 
shedding tears, poor fellow." 

Miss Vernon and Philip exchanged a hasty glance of 
sympathetic understanding as their eyes turned upon 
the sweet face resting so conjQdingly on the young 
man's shoulder, but neither replied. They would not 
equivocate, nor could they bear to further sadden the 
tender heart by telling her the truth — for the present, 
at all events. 

Philip bent his head, and for answer kissed his 
sister tenderly ; while Miss Vernon, hastily brushing 
the tears from her eyes, commenced her story as 
follows : — 

" Soon after I had completed my fourteenth year, I 
received the greatest sorrow of my life. I allude to 
the death of my precious mother, but of this you have 
heard before. You also know that my father married 
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again quickly, and that I was banished from my home. 
But this you do not know. There was, at that time, a 
lady — possessing the most powerful fascination for me, 
in the shape of a highly-cultivated mind — who exer- 
cised great personal influence over me, and I longed to 
be like her. She told me this would be easy enough 
if I would go to the school she recommended, to which 
I gained, alas! a too ready consent from my step- 
mother. I was indeed a very weary girl when my 
talented friend Mrs. Cuthbert came to me with what I 
then considered sweet sympathy and sincere affection 
for a motherless girl. My father — who was abroad at 
that time on business, and I never unfortunately saw 
again, for he died soon after I entered the school- 
would not have been consulted in any case, as my step- 
mother's rule was supreme. I knew little then that 
she was in league with the sweet-looking lady who 
called herself my true friend, and declared she sympa- 
thised deeply with me because of the alienation of my 
poor father's former love for me through the cruel 
misrepresentations of my stepmother. 

" Well, I was taken by Mrs. Cuthbert to a village near 
Oxford, and there not only placed in a school, but in a 
convent school, and that by my false friend who had 
always declared herself a Protestant ! On entering the 
prison-like school, and seeiug the nuns gathered in the 
schoolroom, I expressed my surprise and consternation 
to Mrs. Cuthbert as she was about to leave me there 
and go on herself to Oxford, where she had numerous 
friends. I implored her not to leave me in the convent, 
as I was a sincere Protestant and objected to be trained 
with Boman Catholics, that I should never be happy 
with them nor pould they be with me, and s^lso insured 
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her that my own dead mother would never have 
countenanced this school (had she lived), no, not for 
the highest education in the world ! 

" * Oh, that is all nonsense, dear Edith ; you will soon 
get accustomed to your surroundings, and in the 
enjoyable pursuit of your studies you will forget all 
else. You wished to study so as to become accom- 
plished, and these good friends will see that you are 
not idle. If I hear a satisfactory account of you, I 
shall now and then be able to have you over at Oxford 
on a short visit, with the reverend Mother^s sanction, but 
this will depend on your obedience to her and to the 
priest!' responded Mrs. Cuthbert severely, as she 
patted my cheek with her gloved finger-tips, and 
laughed mockingly at my distress. 

'^I was so astonished that I could only gasp out, 
' The priest ! Oh, Mrs. Cuthbert, pray do not leave me 
here ; what would my mother have said ? This would 
have broken her heart, I know.' 

" * You have another mother now, Edith, who quite 
sanctions the course I take regarding your education,' 
remarked Mrs. Cuthbert coldly, as she turned away and 
left me sobbing bitterly. 

''Soon after my false friend had left, one of the 
sisters came to conduct me to my room, which was a 
small cell-like apartment with a very narrow window, 
heavily barred with iron railings. There were two tiny 
low beds, also very narrow, and over each was sus- 
pended a crucifix; two uncomfortably high stools, 
which I found had to do duty as tables, or washstands, 
on which to accommodate the two tin basins afiSxed by 
slight chains to the wall. That was all the furniture ; 
but there was a cupboard, whiqh seemed e(}ually divide^ 
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into two parts. Glancing at me with some curiosity^ 
the nun said— 

" ' As you will be tired after your journey, you will 
be excused evening-lesson preparations and vespers. I 
will bring your supper, and after you have taken it you 
will unpack and place your clothing in that side of the 
cupboard. Miss Vernon. Your trunk shall be brought 
up to you presently, anci Miss Cameron, your room- 
mate, will explain all else. Tou will kneel to your 
devotions before you seek your bed ; good-night.' 

''And raising her hand, she pointed to the crucifix 
above my narrow bed. I thanked her for her in- 
structions, and she withdrew, only to return in a few 
minutes with a small wooden bowl of bread and milk, 
which she quietly placed on my stool, and went away 
again without another word. 

'* Being tired, hungry, and feeling worn out with deep 
disappointment, I was thankful for my frugal repast, 
and after partaking, sat upon my bed to consider and 
deplore my peculiar situation. I had placed in the 
bosom of my dress, before leaving home, a little pocket 
Testament which had belonged to my own dear mother. 
I now took it from my dress, to try and find some 
comfort and encouragement, and opening it at random 
my eyes lighted upon the words at the beginning of 
the fourteenth chapter of St. John, ' Let not your heart 
be troubled.' Oh, how my heart rejoiced, and happier 
tears came as I reflected that the Lord knew my sorrow 
and was able to deliver me. Presently I opened the 
book again at another chapter, and the words stood out 
so plainly, ' As whom ye shine as lights in the world,' 
and I sank upon my knees imploring God to let me 
shine as a Christian beacon in a dark place — like 
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this convent — where they worshipped idols instead of 
Christ. After a time, hearing some bumping sounds, 
I replaced the Testament in my dress and opened the 
door, for I guessed my trunk was being brought up- 
stairs. It was carried by two nuns who brought it 
in, and one scolded me severely for daring to open the 
door without permission. Then they retired and left 
me to my own devices. Glad of anything to do which 
might help me to forget the misery of my position, I 
commenced at once to unpack and arrange my clothing 
on the shelves of my half of the cupboard. Then I 
once more knelt at my bedside, and brokenly sobbed 
out my prayer for guidance and deliverance at the 
Almighty Hand of God, in Christ, feeling perfectly 
certain that, the little crucifix hanging helplessly upon 
the wall could not have aided me in the least, and I 
realised that my Mediator was in heaven, and pleading 
for me ! I had, shortly before my mother's death, 
been confirmed, and had been prepared for confirma- 
tion by a clergyman, who was truly a good man and a 
sincere Christian, one who was well known to live a 
very useful and holy life. My dear mother had care- 
fully trained me all through my childhood, and Mr. 
Hamilton said he felt sure that God's Holy Spirit had 
prepared me before I became a candidate for confirma- 
tion. But this good clergyman greatly added to my 
store of practical knowledge of Christian doctrine, and 
through his teaching I had learned to look upon idols 
and images, not only with fear, but with real abhorrence. 
Mr. Hamilton deplored the fact that so many young 
people were received as candidates and accepted by the 
High Church clergy before they were really converted to 
God through the operation of the Holy Spirit and knew 
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tTie solemn meaning of His conjirmation ! And he also 
said that serious injury was done by the extreme care- 
lessness of the High Church clergy to the immortal 
souls of vain candidates who had no real desire God- 
ward. It was just a case of the High Church party 
liking numbers and ceremonial, and the candidates 
delighting to cause a sensation for the passing moment. 
There were times when Mr. Hamilton quite refused to 
confirm candidates, knowing perfectly well that they 
would not, and did not intend to, * renounce the world, 
the fiesh, and the devil ' ; and he felt justified in refusing 
the Communion to any whose heart was not in the 
Sacrament Christ instituted as a remembrance of His 
dying love and salvation to all true believers. Full of 
the certainty of the nearness of God to me in my 
distress, I was comforted; rose from my knees, un- 
dressed, and sought to rest on my uncomfortable bed. 
Soon the stillness was broken by sweet strains of 
music and a low chanting singingf then again all was 
quiet, until the handle of the door was turned and 
some one entered in the dusk. Not a word was spoken, 
but as the new-comer was soon the occupant of the 
other bed I knew she must be Miss Cameron. 

"For many weary hours I lay awake, but towards 
morning, being completely exhausted, fell into a heavy 
slumber, from which I was awakened by the clanging 
of a discordant bell, and opened my eyes to behold 
Miss Cameron, who gave me a nod of recognition, and 
said pertly— 

" * Make haste now and get up. I've to look after 
you as well as myself, and if you are not sharp you 
will be late for matins.' 

" To which I replied, ' Good morning. Miss Cameron ; 
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I thank you for your information, but being a Protes- 
tant, I cannot attend your services, therefore must beg 
to be excused.' 

" * What does that signify ? You can kneel down with 
the rest, I suppose, even if you are a heretic ? ' 

'' ' Of course I could do so, but it would be against 
my principles I have been taught not to sanction 
with my presence what I cannot approve in my heart. 
As you kneel before images and false relics made by 
the hands of men, it would be exceedingly wrong of 
me to attend your church because God expressly 
forbids me to worship idols. I am very sorry to appear 
disobedient to you. Miss Cameron, but I must obey 
God first; 

** * Then let me tell you that you will get no breakfast 
this morning, and it will be your own fault, Miss 
Vernon, if you go hungry, for I have warned you. 
Please do not speak to me again, I have my beads to 
tell.' 

'' Here Miss Cameron fell upon her knees before her 
crucifix and rapidly told off certain sentences which 
sounded rather like the chattering of a parrot than 
' the soul's sincere desire, Godward ! ' The * Hail 
Mary,' 'Paternosters,' &a, were jumbled one into 
another with such scant respect, and her devotions so 
speedily concluded, that I wondered what her idea of 
Christ's agony upon the cross could be, as she knelt 
with her eyes upraised to the crucifix, or whether, 
indeed, she thought of Him at all while she chattered. 
I knew that her soul at that period was not in 
communion with the compassionate Saviour however, 
as her words soon proved, for she jumped up from her 
kneeling posture, saying — 
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" ' There, that's off, at all eveuts, now for the next 
lot. Miss Vernon, you're a poBitive fool ; you'll get it, 
BO look out for yourself.' And with a mocking laugh 
she ran oat of Uie room. 

" In less than three minutes I heard the key turned 
ontside my door, and I knew that my punishment had 
commenced indeed, and that I was a prisoner. But I 
did not weep now, feeling too angry at what appeared 
to me an injustice. However, the anger subsided, and 
I knelt to ask forgiveness of God and wisdom to act as 
He would have me to do. I also reflected that I could 
in my solitude read my mother's little Testament in 
peace ; then ^ain I feared it might be taken from me. 
So I reached down my work-bag from the cupboard 
and conunenced to sew it in my underskirt, and while 
stitching away quickly a voice seemed to sound in my 
heart, ' Hide some money also.' Therefore I took three 
sovereigns from my purse and sewed them likewise in 
my underskirt Then I quickly replaced my work-bag, 
looked to see if I had left no threads of cotton about, 
made up my queer bed, tidied the room, reached my 
school Bible from the cupboard, and sat down again to 
read. Now all this time, at intervals, there had been 
struns and the same kind of soft music and low 
chanting, then came a stillness, and next a trampling 
of feet. When that died away there was a faint rustle 
outside my room, and the door was unlocked to admit a 
nun with a sweet face indeed, but one who looked so 
ill and weak as to make me wonder how long she had 
to live. She carried two books which she handed me, 
saying kindly — 

"'Dear diild, we will make an exchange; I must 
clum your book and lend you these to peruse during 
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yoDr self-imposed solitude. You will find them a 
valuable aid to devotion, I assure you/ I thanked her, 
and took the books, but begged to be allowed to retain 
my Bible, to which she responded with a grave smile — 

" * Later in the day an interview with the priest will 
be arranged for you, when he may begin a course of 
instruction and teach you how to read the Bible 
correctly. It is poring over the Bible and putting your 
own construction upon things, which you are too young 
to understand, that has brought you to this pass : a 
prisoner where you might be free, hungry while you 
might be breakfasting.' So saying, the nun forcibly 
took the Bible from my hand. I was truly distressed 
at this, and expostulated respectfully — 

" ' Mr. Hamilton, a very learned and good man, and 
my dear mother's own clergyman, with her sanction, 
taught me much from the Bible, and I believe with 
him, the Holy Spirit, through Christ, who said, 
** Search the Scriptures," has taught me more ! Is it 
not said of Timothy that '*from a child" he knew the 
Scriptures? Our Lord never said, let some man 
" search " for you ; on the contrary. He said, " Ye have 
no need that any man teach you." And why ? Because 
God's Holy Spirit dwells within His temple, even a 
believer's heart ; no matter if that believer be a child, 
He is in the heart to instruct, interpret, and guide 
aright in the Word of God and the knowledge of the 
Saviour as the only " mediator between God and man," 
But excuse me, if you are not in the habit of reading 
God's Word, you may not have grasped this mediatorial 
work on your own souVs behalf? I am so sorry for you/ 
A look, as of intense agony of mind, crossed the 
delicate lady's face ere she replied — 
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'''Of course the priest is the judge in these holy 
matters, poor child. But now, I have another painful 
duty to perform, which is to request you, by the order 
of the Mother Superior, to empty all your pockets and 
assist me to make the complete search of your division 
of the cupboard.' 

'^My heart gave a great leap as I rose to do her 
bidding, both at the insult and because I feared lest 
she might suspect where I had concealed my dear 
mother's Testament. As I laid my handkerchief, purse, 
and keys on the high stool, and turned my pocket 
inside out, by her direction, she desired me to unfasten 
my dress bodice, and herself felt round my neck and 
bust. She discovered nothing, however, but put my 
purse and keys into her own pocket. She sighed so 
deeply that I pitied her, and could not refrain from 
saying — 

*"I fear you are really ill and may not have 
strength long for disagreeable tasks that I can see are 
most uncongenial to you. Would it not be wise, 
therefore, now that you have the Bible, to make a 
thorough search, but without the aid of a priest^ where 
you will find the finished work of Christ for every one 
that believeth ? Tou may not know it, dear madam, 
but you are in fearful bondage to man, whereas, if 
Christ, God's dear Son, makes you free, " ye shall be 
free indeed," for no prison doors can shut Him out 
of the heart of a true believer in His finished work.' 

''Again a heavy sigh escaped the poor nun's lips, 
but she did not answer. I assisted her to look over 
all my clothing, my desk, work-box, and bag, &c., and 
she took a glance at the empty shelves. Then I 
restored the scattered garments again to the cupboardi 
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and had to take all the clothing from the two bedsteads 
and turn over the mattresses at her command. Laying 
her thin hand gently upon my head, she said in a 
grateful voice — 

"*I shall tell the reverend Mother that you have 
given me no trouble, but rather rendered me very kind 
assistance ; when the time arrives for your health to 
decline, may hands as willing as yours be granted you 
in any duty you are compelled to perform even though 
the flesh shrinks from the petty course one is some- 
times obliged to pursue. Make haste, dear child, and 
render obedience here, ere stronger and worse measures 
are resorted to for a girl who reads her Bible and her- 
self interprets the same.' 

''She spoke as though it cost her an effort, and 
looked so sad, so frail, that I could not help laying a 
kiss on the white hand that pressed my shoulder 
affectionately, and as she turned away, saying, 'Call 
me Sister Xavier, Edith/ there were great tears in her 
eyes, poor soul. 

'' The door was once more locked, and I sat down 
feeling rather like a culprit as my hand wandered over 
that portion of my underskirt where I felt the hard 
substance representing my precious Testament and 
the gold. Then I reasoned that all had been given me 
by my own mother, so that the nuns or priests had no 
right to them; therefore I tried to take comfort in 
this, and made up my mind to ' endure hardship, as 
a good soldier of Jesus Christ.' The two books Sister 
Xavier had given me I put as far from me as possible, 
saying mentally, * Edith Vernon, these are not for you, 
your mother would have said, with good Mr. Hamil- 
ton, *' T(yuAk notf taste not, handle not, anything tfuU 
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shall come between your soul and the pure Word of 
God:" 

" Hours passed away before the silence was broken, 
and I had been enduring weary anticipation and 
occasional pangs of hunger, when suddenly another 
nnn appeared who desired me to follow her downstairs. 
Like a girl inexperienced in the ways of Bomanism, I 
concluded that now my punishment might reasonably 
be expected to terminate. But one look at the priest 
into whose presence the nun conducted me, conyinced 
me I was in error. Outwardly, at first, he tried being 
pleasant, but when he gave me an order to ^attend 
mass without fail on the morrow,' and I replied that 
I could not willingly do so, as I had been taught that 
the mass, which is not once mentioned in any part of 
the Old or New Testaments, was but a copy of old 
Pagan rites, and that Boman Catholics most wickedly 
put the Virgin Mary before Jesus Christ, notwith- 
standing Mary herself, as a mortal woman, recognised 
in Him the Saviour of her soul and the Lord also, for 
Scripture asserts she affirmed, ' My soul doth magnify 
the Lord, and my spirit hath rejoiced in God my 
Saviour * ; also that, in the Bomish Church, there had 
been infidels who, even when officiating as popes, 
cardinals, and priests, had personally denied Christ. 
That cardinals were unheard of until the ei^th 
century. That the holy shirt or coat without a seam 
supposed to have been worn by our Saviour was kept 
at three places at once, viz., at the Lateran Church at 
Bome, at the Church of Argenteuil, likewise at Treves ; 
and concluded by entreating him to remember the 
discovery by the Italians (who forced an entry into 
^om^ on September ^?0, 1870) of an extensive manu^ 
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fdcture of false relics by the official priests of the relic 
department of the Vatican. Then indeed his visage 
was so awful that I shrank in terror from him. 

'* * Ha, ha/ he laughed triumphantly, * so you quail 
at last, my fair daughter ? and by our holy Church 'tis 
time ; implicit obedience to her is the rule here of all, 
yourself included, mind; measures less gentle than 
those you have experienced at the hands of the 
reverend Mother will occasionally be undertaken by 
me. Do you understand ? * 

"'I hear you, sir, and with great surprise too. I 
humbly hope that I may have strength and courage 
given me to render the obedience that shall please 
God, who is my Heavenly Father. I have no wish to 
be disobedient to the Lady Superior, the Sisters, or to 
you ; but God, and my dear mother, must be obeyed 
first,' I replied, trembling in every limb as I spoke. 

** In a bantering tone the priest mocked me with the 
words: *By my faith, I shall take pleasure in conquering 
such a determined will, girl though you be ; I rather 
enjoy to enter the lists with a foe worthy of my steel.' 

" * Nay, sir, say rather that you like to intimidate a 
helpless girl. Yet, why should I say helpless ? No ! 
the Lord is on my side, I will not fear ; what can man 
do unto me ? ' I interrogated. 

"'That remains to be proved, my fair foe,' the 
priest replied exultingly ; * but as I have much busi- 
ness in hand before nightfall, I will spare you until I 
see whether you are in holy Church to-morrow. You 
may retire now, my daughter.' 

'*I bowed my thanks and withdrew, to find Sister 
Xavier awaiting me. She took me into the garden of 
the convent argund which ran a hi^b wall, and as we 
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walked I told her the substance of my late interview, 
in which, I coald see, she was deeply interested. 
When I had concluded my woeful tale, she implored 
me, for my own sake, to be obedient, assuring me 
that I should gain nothing but misery by open 
rebellion, which would only close the convent gates 
upon me for ever ! She also said that the accomplish- 
ments I longed to acquire would never be mine but by 
patiently submitting to the will of the Mother Superior. 
Sister Xavier was so much in earnest, and lowered her 
voice when we passed any of the other nuns, that I 
could see her desire to help me must be kept secret, if 
I would not harm her. Indeed, she as good as said so, 
and in a frightened manner made me understand she 
valued my appreciation of the Bible, and would strive 
to befriend me as she found opportunity. When about 
a quarter of an hour had expired she took me upstairs 
again to my room, and said she would come herself in 
the morning, if possible, and conduct me to the church 
for matins, which would ensure my breakfast ; also, 
that she would send a lay sister up to me with some 
food at once, for she could see how much I needed it. 
Then kissing me afiEectionately she left me to myself, 
a prey indeed to sad reflections but unspeakable grati- 
tude to that God who had raised me up a true friend 
in the gentle Sister Xavier. I was thankful for the 
food she sent me, went early to bed, and passed on the 
whole a fairly good night. I was up the next morning 
correspondingly early and longed to read a chapter 
from my Testament, but felt afraid to venture, although 
Miss Cameron was sleeping soundly. I learned later 
that it was not the rule for scholars to share the same 
apartment, but exception was made in favour of Mi^s 
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Cameron, who acted the ignoble part of spy in the 
event of a new arrival proving to be a Protestant. 

" In due course the discordant bell rang out again, 
and Sister Xavier came for me whilst Miss Cameron 
was still dressing. The pale-faced lady beckoned me 
to follow her, and presently I found myself in a church 
gorgeously decorated with pictures, flowers, candles, 
beautiful windows and figures, not to speak of an over- 
powering odour of sickly incense. Presently a stream 
of nuns entered, as if guarding the troop of girls who 
walked amongst them with very jealous care. All eyes 
were bent upon the ground, and all made the genu- 
flexion to the various pictures of the Virgin or saints ; 
whilst those who passed near the altar simply pro- 
strated themselves ! Soon the organ pealed forth the 
most captivating sounds, and numerous choir-boys 
entered— some swinging censers in which burned the 
objectionable incense — closely followed by the priests ; 
and then, indeed, to my Protestant taste and upbring- 
ing, a dreadful and confusing mummery began, while 
the fumes from the censers caused me to feel exceed- 
ingly faint. I fully realised that I had no part nor lot 
in the unscriptural proceedings, and longed to rush 
away from such impious mockery of the Most High ! 
However, it was borne in upon my mind that I had 
better adopt the course advised by my true friend. 
Sister Xavier, which I did. 

"I pass over the cruel penances, unjust punishments, 
petty tyranny I was constantly made to endure in 
that convent, not to speak of the occasional insults of 
that priest, who had determined to become my spiritual 
director and father-confessor; but no mute was ever 
i^ore silept thau I had lei^med to becomci in bis dreaded 
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presence, and my confessions were made only to God, 
in Christ. 

" Once, when poor Sister Xavier and I were alone for 
a few minutes in the garden, she whispered to me that 
she had been reading my Bible carefully, and that it 
had brought to her aching, weary heart ^ the everlasting 
consolation of the Gospel/ So that I saw clearly why 
she, a poor dying creature, had been allowed by God 
to take it from me, and we praised Him and rejoiced 
together over her newly-found happiness. After this 
we had much in common, and all that Mr. Hamilton 
had taught me I imparted to my friend, who was 
hungry for ' the bread of life.' She was delighted to 
hear that I had managed to retain my Testament and 
the three sovereigns, but advised me still to keep them 
hidden from the lynx-eyed Miss Cameron. Well for 
me that I had as a child committed much of the 
Gospels to memory. It stood me in good stead in that 
convent, and promise after promise filled my soul with 
glad refreshing when I dared not read my treasure. 
Had it not been for Sister Xavier I might have been 
half-starved, and she urged me, if ever the opportunity 
occurred, to leave the convent and seek legal protec- 
tion, if I would not become a wretched, hopeless 
woman as she had been before finding eternal life in 
Christ through searching the Bible for herself, and 
allowing God's Holy Spirit to he her divi/ne interpreter; 
and later on she confided to me her painfnl history. 
She also cautioned me against the ' Confessional,' 
declaring it to be a very sink of iniquity, and the 
means too frequently of entirely spoiling a young life. 
The Confessional in the Church of England had, un- 
fortunately, led her into the Boman Catholic Church, and 

F 
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from thence to her prison life, the convent, she said ; 
and that this evil had been done against her own will, 
by one who professed Protestantism, and whom she 
had regarded as a Protestant clergyman of the Church 
of England. It was not often that we could have any 
private conversation, or exchange sympathy in our 
miserable life, but she never missed the opportunity 
of friendly warning and kind counsel ; and I remember 
she finished this particular conversation with the solemn 
entreaty : * Remember, dear Edith, I warn you never 
to trust the Ritualist — man, woman, or child — ^who 
advocates confession to a priest, and tries to prove the 
'' Real Presence " in the simple bread and wine used at 
the " altar," instead of the Lord's " table." If you are 
evBr able to escape from your miserable fetters — and I 
solemnly urge you to do so if possible — never be per- 
suaded to join yourself as a member of the Ritualistic 
Church, for the intention of a true Ritualist is to drift 
eventually into the Roman Catholic Church. I, a nun, 
tell you that Ritualists are "hand and glove" with 
Popery! Edith, my darling, only God knows what 
your loving sympathy has been to me in this false 
home — which unwary outsiders deem an abode of love 
and peace — this corrupt system which makes men and 
women hateful in the sight of a pure God. Only He 
knows, I repeat, all I shall suffer when you are gone ; 
but in spite of this, I tell you to escape, child, and if 
I had ten thousand lives I would gladly sacrifice them 
all if by ten thousand deaths I could purchase your 
freedom, and know your soul to be pure before that 
God before whom we must all stand one day to give 
in our account of the deeds done in the body. If I 
were your own mother, Edith, I would say, escape ! ' 
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" One morning Mrs. Cuthbert called, and the lady 
styled the reverend Mother (and from whose lips I had 
never received one holy word) sent for me to be inter- 
viewed by the false friend who for six months had 
taken no notice of me beyond sending me the sad news 
of my dear father's sudden death, which had occurred 
very shortly after I entered the convent school through 
treachery ; for Mrs. Cuthbert was at heart a Boman 
Catholic, and my stepmother likewise, I had learned 
from Sister Xavier, who told me for a fact that I was 
quite abandoned by my stepmother, who had given me 
up to Bome. 

" Mrs. Cuthbert intimated to the reverend Mother 
that she wished to drive me into Oxford and keep me 
to lunch, also to take me shopping, but would bring^ me 
back again in the evening to the convent without fail. 
Her request was immediately granted, and when I ran 
upstairs to put on my outer garments, dear Sister 
Xavier came to me and whispered, in great terror, 
* Edith, my poor child, this unexpected treat is but a 
trap into which I earnestly pray you may not fall. 
The priest whom you have opposed these last six 
months is about to try another plan in order to obtain 
your confidence and subject your will to his power; 
but, Edith, his favour will be much more deadly to 
your peace of heart and rest of soul. You must 
not return, child; no, much as I love you, much as 
I shall miss your love too, I pray that I may never 
see your face again in this world. I have not 
long to live now, perhaps only a few short weeks, 
Edith, but we will meet in heaven through Christ's 
finished work, shall we not? Now go, my darling, 
and do your best to escape, and I will return to 
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my cell and pray for yonr deliverance from worse 
than death ! ' 

"'I shall never be able to do so, dear friend/ I 
answered despairingly; for six months of rigid dis- 
cipline and privation had told severely upon my frame, 
and I was nervous to a degree through fear of the 
priest. Nevertheless, some feeling I could not define 
made me take the scissors from my work-bag and 
hide them in my pocket. My eye lighted on the two 
books on the cupboard shelf which were to prepare 
me the better to understand God's Word, but which 
I had never once opened. Sister Xavier said she was 
rejoiced to hear I had not read them, as they might 
have unsettled my mind regarding the wholesome 
truths of the Bible. 

"We then bade each other a hurried, but very 
tender, farewell, not without sincere sorrow on both 
sides, and tears too; then she left me, and I went 
from my true to my false friend, Mrs. Cuthbert, a 
female Jesuit! 

"As we drove along, she said how sorry she had 
been to hear of my past bad behaviour, which had 
prevented her from coming for me before, but that 
she was delighted to hear I was now more obedient, 
also that she should never be comfortable about me 
until I, too, was a holy sister ; for the priest, my spiritual 
director, had told her in confidence that he plainly saw 
I had a vocation, and would make a charming nun. 

"To all this I listened in horror and submissive 
silence, knowing by past bitter experience what a 
denial might lead to. I had seen one girl sacrificed, 
so to speak, and had been ashamed to witness such 
profanation. The poor soul had been induced to take 
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the black veil, and regretted the step ever after. In 
the church, the morning she was professed, the nuns 
had walked over her prostrate body ; but in the course 
of a very few days she would have walked over the 
heads of these self-same nuns and the priest's head 
likewise, could she have done so. Her nerves were 
in a fearful condition, and her penances most severe ! 
She was frequently made to wear the 'hair shirt,' or 
an 'iron chain with sharp points ' bound tightly round 
her waist ; to * lick the ground in the shape of a 
cross'; to 'kneel for hours on the cold flags with 
her arms stretched out in the form of a cross,' and 
would sometimes be picked up in a dead faint, per- 
fectly exhausted through want of food, only to be 
conveyed to her cell as a prisoner, where she would 
have to undergo worse punishments for 'neglect of 
discipline.' This, and worse than this, is for the poor 
benighted being who begins by having her or his 
senses captivated by lovely music and high ritual, 
but who ends with forsaking God for the wafer-god 
of Borne and its endless, horrible consequences ! 

" As we drove through Oxford I made many mental 
observations as Mrs. Guthbert pointed out places of 
interest, or this and that college. Once she stopped 
the carriage at a florist's, and my heart beat fast, 
hoping she might alight alone. I was sorely disap- 
pointed, however, for the man came out to her; but 
while her head was turned towards him, as she selected 
some beautiful plants he had brought out, I managed 
to snip ofiE that piece of my underskirt containing 
the three sovereigns, for I had worn that skirt con- 
tinually. The money I hastily placed with the scissors 
in my pocket just as Mrs. Guthbert concluded her 
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selection, and we were soon driving on again. Ere 
another five minutes elapsed the coachman was desired 
to stop at a linen-draper's establishment, where she 
alighted, and requested me to attend her, as she had 
a few purchases to make on my account now that 
my figure had altered so much, and intended buying 
me the prettiest new dress she could find, by the 
priest's orders, who wished me to have it as * a reward 
for my better behaviour and an encouragement to 
perseverance in the future/ he had told her. 

''I followed her from the carriage like one dazed, 
trembling with the excitement of the feverish hope 
that this might be a God-given opportunity for escape 
in answer to dear Sister Xavier's earnest pleadings 
in her lonely cell at the convent. Mrs. Cuthbert 
pointed out one or two elegant materials exposed for 
sale in the shop window, also some pretty costumes 
which pleased her taste, and then turned to enter 
the shop, the door of which was obsequiously held 
open by an expectant man in a kind of livery. She 
entered and, of course, supposed I was immediately 
behind her, but believing her mind was just then 
occupied with finery, and seeing the coachman was 
looking straight before him, I turned my back upon 
the lady, the shop, and her carriage, and darting across 
the road was soon round a comer and lost to view. 
In another minute I saw an unoccupied fly coming 
towards me, and remembering the position of the 
railway station which Mrs. Cuthbert had pointed out 
to me as we drove along, I reflected I should not have 
to pass the shop into which I had seen my false friend 
enter, so engaged the fly immediately, and desired the 
driver to make for the station with all speed. 
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"*It's as much as the 'orse 'ull do to ketch the 
hup train, an' I doubt as he'll do it either,' grumbled 
the man, as I entered the cab and he banged the 
door to. 

'' Here a happy thought struck me, the man himself 
having supplied the clue, and I said to him — 

" ' My business is so important that I will give you 
a sovereign if you enable me to catch the London 
train.' 

" ' Done,' cried the man with a broad grin, and he 
jumped on his box and lashed the poor horse into a 
gallop. The bell was ringing for the near departure 
of the train as the driver approached the station, and 
when he pulled up I alighted quickly, and handed 
him one of my three precious sovereigns. How I 
managed to get my ticket and secure a seat I hardly 
know, for the train was moving out of the station 
as I ran panting on to the platform; but I have an 
indistinct remembrance of a porter seizing me as I 
laid my hand upon one of the carriages of the re- 
treating train, of his desperately wrenching open the 
carriage door and unceremoniously thrusting me in, 
when I fell forward senseless. I recovered, to find 
a motherly lady bending over me and holding before 
my face strong smelling-salts, and soon I was ' brought 
round,' as she expressed my return to consciousness. 

"Of course there were many inquiries from the 
various passengers, which for safety's sake I parried 
with — 

"'I am on urgent business, and am going to 
Eversham to a married relative living there, who will 
do her best to take care of me now that I am so weak. 
There is nothing more you can do for me, thank you. 
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and I am sincerely obliged by your great kindness/ I 
concluded, turning to the motherly lady who had held 
the smelling-salts to induce my restoration from faint- 
ing. Closing my eyes, I leaned back in the carriage 
wearily enough ; but so grateful to that God who had, 
thus far, delivered me from my captors and persecutors. 
I grieved to leave the sweet lady, Sister Xavicir, but 
she, knowing her days were numbered on earth and 
rejoicing in the possession of eternal life in Christ, 
would not have attempted escape in her feeble health, 
and in leaving her I was but fulfilling her wishes and 
giving her her unselfish heart's desire, poor soul ! 

" I had been guided to take my ticket to Eversham 
instead of London as I had originally intended, and 
felt sure of a hearty welcome from my dear cousin. 
Lady Eversham, who had sincerely loved my mother, 
and as a girl had spent many happy years in her house 
and home-life of Christian love. 

"The anxious journey came to an end at last — for at 
every station I had feared re-captore-^nd I arrived at 
the Manor * truly an object for sympathy and com- 
miseration,' as Lady Eversham said ; and I have never 
left it since. 

"My cousin frequently told me that she had no 
doubt but that I had been providentially guided to 
her, and towards the close of her life God used me, 
through the Holy Spirit, as His channel of opening up 
the Scriptures savingly to her, and ere she went to be 
with her Saviour for ever she begged me to take care 
of her young family and household as much as lay in 
my power, particularly of her frail little daughter 
Agnes, then only six years old. In endeavouring to 
fulfil faithfully the responsibilities I then undertook I 
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have been very happy, and all around me exceedingly 
kind. My dear mother's money — which she had left 
in trust for me when I should arrive at the age of 
eighteen — has been much more than suflSicient for my 
simple wants, and hitherto my sole cross in Eversham 
has been the gradual increase of Ritualism, and I was 
very thankful that Sir James so strongly opposed the 
Confessional But now, with his lamented death, there 
may spring up many changes here. I have but told 
you this painful story in case you may ever see 
Romanism, not ' pure and simple,' but dangerous and 
deadly, in your very midst, the falsest of false friends ; 
in which case I charge you both, if you would shun 
eternal misery, to seek God's help to enable you to 
resist it to the death, Philip and Agnes," concluded 
Miss Vernon earnestly. 

"Why did we never hear of this before? what 
was done to those wretches?" demanded Philip in- 
dignantly. 

"Philip, in my ignorance of the importance of 
exposing the deadly errors of Rome, and because it 
has been, and is even now, most painful to tell this 
story, I have kept silent this dark page in my life's 
history; but when I hear the danger England is in 
with regard to the safety of the pure Protestant 
Church, when I see the trap so skilfully prepared for 
the unwary — even little children are being ensnared, 
too— when I see the underhand strides of Ritualism 
which the Jesuits (who so unfortunately for England's 
welfare have crept into our Protestant Church un- 
awares) are taking care shall lead to Popery, I know 
the time has come to unmask all hypocrites ! Nothing 
was done either to enlighten or punish my persecutors. 
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by my own timid request, and your parents thought 
this wise. By my poor Sister Xavier's desire also 
(when at the convent) I refrained from seeking her 
out, because she had said it would but entail cruel 
punishment and needless suffering for her, and she had 
passed through too much already ! " 

" Dear cousin Edie, we will love you all the more 
now, and never be separated from her, will we, Philip ? 
But have you never heard again of that poor nun. 
Sister Xavier?" inquired Agnes tenderly, as she left 
her brother's side, and placing both arms round Miss 
Vernon's neck kissed her again and again in her own 
particularly affectionate and artless manner. 

'* Some day, my pet, you shall hear her sad history, 
perhaps," rejoined Edith Vernon as she fondly returned 
Aggie's embrace, " but not now." 



CHAPTEE IV 

NOTICE TO QUIT 

" Wliat care I, should outward prospects yield no satisfaction ? 
My heart condemns me not ; Thy peace, Lord, is mine for ever : 
Thus I am happy ! " 

Sir Frederick Eversham was an exceedingly unhappy 
and worried baronet — at least he thought so — ^having 
been laid siege to by his younger brother, when he 
certainly did not come off the conqueror, as the master 
of Eversham ought to have done, and thereby his 
dignity had been decidedly ruffled. But then, was he 
the master of Eversham after all ? Then again, the 
villagers — most of them, in fact — held themselves aloof 
from Sir Frederick, and did not yield the homage they 
should have paid to his greatness. Miss Vernon refused 
to give up the right to her own opinions, and she only 
a woman, too ! The idea was simply absurd. And as 
if to crown all, the very Curate — who was of course 
dependent on Eversham — had refused to obey his own 
Vicar ! Was ever such a thing heard ? f7hy, if every 
one behaved in this disgraceful and disrespectful 
manner of setting a baronet at naught, there was the 
dangerous possibility of even the "gentle Agnes" 
turning round next. Mr. Sliden had said so, and of 
course he knew. No ! things must be changed, and as 
his tutor advised him, he — Sir Frederick Eversham — 

9x 
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would put down all opposition with a high hand, and 
not even his young sister should escape his determina- 
tion or Mr. Sliden's wishes for her good in life. Thus 
reasoned the doleful young man, without the faintest 
suspicion that all the discord and unpleasantness reign- 
ing rampant was caused through the underhand machi- 
nations of a Jesuit's plot against him, his family and 
tenants, Bomewards ! 

A very stormy scene had occurred between the Vicar 
and his Curate, the wrath being all on Mr. Sliden's side. 
The Rev. Vincent Owen was sorrowful, rather than 
angry, as he told of his exceeding regret for his con- 
tinuance in Ritualism at the expense of his conscience. 
How, for the past year, he had grieved to have been 
the means, under his Vicar's direction, of leading many 
poor souls astray from the Bible facts taught by the 
true Protestant Church of England, into the subtle 
and dangerous element of Ritualism, which of course 
culminated in Popery, with its deceitful and under- 
mining practices. 

" Do not speak against his Holiness the Pope, sir, in 
my hearing. Popes do not, cannot err, being infal- 
lible," shouted Mr. Sliden in desperate wrath. 

" Say you so, sir ? then how about Rodrigo Borgia 
who was styled Alexander VI. in 1492 ? He has not 
been the only erring monster of iniquity amongst the 
— falsely so called — * infallible Popes,' " observed Mr. 
Owen dryly. " Then look again at the gorgeous festi- 
vals in the Romish Church, which are daily being 
copied in our own Ritualistic churches ! You and I, sir, 
both know full well that such festivals are based on the 
old Pagan ceremonies to the heathen gods, and as such 
are an abomination to Ood, and condemned by our 
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Lord. With Mr. Olififord I say that, if England goes 
over to Eome she is a lost country ! If Borne could be 
sincere — which I doubt — ^in really desiring union with 
England — which I also doubt — ^then let Borne come over 
to vs, cast away her idols and embrace vital Ghristiunity 
in the Evangelical Church of England ! Why, sir, the 
Bomish priests even clothe themselves like the Pagans, 
and have the tonsure exactly like the Pagan priests 
of Isis. In fact, they go beyond Paganism." 

The astonished Mr. Sliden positively shook with 
rage. He had no idea his hitherto docile Curate could 
make so bold a stand against his teaching and prac- 
tices, and he cried — 

"If Mr. Clifford has been at work in your case I 
might have expected this insult, Mr. Owen, but you as 
well as he shall leave Eversham, and quickly too." 

"Not Mr. Clifford, but God Himself, by means of 
poor old Ben Roberts, opened my eyes to my past sin 
of the entire neglect of my duty as a Protestant clergy- 
man. At the same time, I have had great cause to be 
exceedingly thankful to Mr. Clifford also during your 
six months' absence for his faithful testimony. He 
has done real good in this village, resulting in the true 
conversion of many souls, who are now shining 'as 
lights in the world,' whereas, before he came, they 
were as dark as a night without moon or stars — Ben 
Roberts pre-eminently so — iand of this you must be 
aware, sir ! " argued Mr. Owen respectfully but firmly. 

" And what of the comforts for your widowed mother 
if you lose your present curacy through insubordina- 
tion ? " sneered Mr. Sliden. 

" Having cast my idols behind my back, I see clearly 
now both how to worship and to trust Him whose 
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' compassion fails not.' He has infinite resources, and 
I am not afraid of the ocean of life, now that I have 
Christ at the helm of my frail barque," replied Mr. 
Owen gently, and a beautiful radiance overspread his 
homely features aa he annonnced his assurance. 

The Jesuit was too angry to continue the conversation, 
nor had he any suitable reply ready. It is a notable 
fact that Jesuits if surprised into conversation and 
argument concerning the vital truths of the Bible, are 
seldom able to successfully vanquish a Protestant, never 
a Christian ; or, in other words, Satan is no match for 
his Master. So he ended the interview by telling Mr. 
Owen to "get out of Eversham at once," and with a 
patient Kttle sigh, Mr. Owen bowed to his Vicar and 
withdrew. However, he was not altogether sorry, for 
they had always differed with regard to the administra- 
tion of the Communion, and the Curate had frequently 
remonstrated. " We, as clergymen, sensible men, and 
sinners before God, Mr. Sliden, know perfectly well 
we have no scriptural ground for teaching the real 
presence of Jesus Christ's flesh and blood in the bread 
and wine made by the hands of sinful men and dis- 
pensed by the hands of sinners also." To which Mr. 
Sliden would reply, "My dear Owen, we must keep 
up with the times, you know, and Ritualism helps 
to draw a congregation, and this greater appear- 
ance of solemnity both serves to awe and please the 
people." 

But now, Mr. Owen sighed deeply as he thought of 
the poor villagers left to the Romanising practices of 
Mr. Sliden, who had waxed very bold in more danger- 
ous ceremonials since the death of Sir James Eversham, 
and had set up the Confessional in the church with Sir 
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Frederick's sanction and approval. No sooner had Mr. 
Owen taken his departure, than the Eev. Tracy Sliden 
set ofif for the Manor, where he asked expressly for 
Miss Vernon. 

Edith received the message with outward composure, 
though she dreaded an interview she felt to be the 
beginning of a persecution meant to sever her from 
Agnes and Eversham. As she entered the drawing- 
room, of which Mr. Sliden was the sole occupant, he 
rose, and politely handed her to a seat, at the same 
time making minute inquiries concerning her health. 
He then went on to say, in soft, purring tones, which 
Edith had learned to dread — 

" I observe, and with great pain too, my dear friend, 
that you are not present at the celebration of the 
Blessed Sacrament now. Miss Vernon. May I ask why 
you left the church so suddenly on Sunday? Such 
has not been your custom hitherto, and as your influence 
has been great in Eversham amongst some of the 
villagers, your unlooked-for departure at the time of 
the offering of the most blessed sacrifice might do 
our holy Church definite harm." 

^' Mr. Sliden, as a sincere Christian and a true church- 
woman, I dare not be a party to anything contrary to 
Scripture. At the institution of the Lord's Supper 
(inaugurated by Christ himself) no altar was reared, 
but, as you well know, a simple * table ' was used. The 
Lord Jesus Himself named it when speaking of His 
betrayer, thus : ' But, behold, the hand of him that 
betrayeth Me is with Me on the table' (Luke xxii. 21). 
And in the thirtieth verse of the same chapter our 
Lord repeated the word * table,' saying : * That ye may 
eat and drink at My table in My kingdom.' There- 
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fore the Christian's altar is Christ, not His table. 
The sacrifice is Christ also, as all faithful believers 
know, for Christ loved us and ofiEered Himself to God 
as a willing sacrifice. He was accepted by Cod once 
and for ever. And men do but insult God by setting 
up altars (made by the hands of sinners), and 
perpetually offering Him what they are pleased to term 
a sacrifice, i,e. the earthly bread and wine, notwith- 
standing the Bible distinctly teaches that God finally 
cbccepted as the only atoning sa/yrifice for sin the finished 
work of Christ at His own pierced hands. This you 
cannot disprove from Scripture, sir. Ritualists and 
Romanists seem to forget or set aside the fact that the 
bread and wine were gifts /ro?n» Christ to His disciples, 
not from them to Him, so that it must, I affirm, offend 
the Lord to offer Him that which He gave. His 
command was : ' Do this in remembrance of Me,' but 
not *try to go on with My ''finished work," which has 
been eternally accepted by God without the aid of 
man.' Then, as * Jesus Christ ' is ' the same yesterday, 
to-day, and for ever,' the Bible declares, why, of course 
He has never changed, and what He said then He 
means now. Romanists and Ritualists are unlawfully 
and unscripturally trying to undo Christ's work, in 
blinding the eyes and minds, and captivating the 
senses of the weak-minded or unsuspecting young 
people of the present day, by teaching that Christ 
turned His back upon His people to consecrate or 
elevate the elements of bread and wine, which, as a 
scholar, Mr. Sliden, you know was never practised 
until the third century after Christ had said to His 
disciples, ' Drink ye all of it.' Whereas, Rome has 
restricted the cup, not the chalice, mind, to her clergy. 
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pretending that * a whole Christ ' is in the wafer made 
by the priests for the congregation, instead of giving 
to their members bread and wine, as our Lord gave to 
His disciples and instituted for a memorial of His 
dying love for all * who should believe on Him through 
their word/ and by the regenerating power of the 
Holy Ghost. I pass over the absurdity of the teaching 
in the present day that people ought to go to the 
Communion fasting — when our Lord Himself gave the 
bread and wine after supper — of holding their hands 
in the shape of a cross lest a crumb be dropped, and 
of it being incorrect to wipe the wine stain from 
their lips. This, however, I do know, Christ did not 
enjoin any such teaching, and we know His teaching 
was correct, for * never man spake like this man,' this 
' Emmanuel ' — * God with us.' As for the terrible error 
of Transubstantiation, i,e, the bread and wine — because 
of the consecration of man — becoming transubstantiate 
into the real body and blood of our Saviour, I much 
fear great will be the condemnation of those priests 
(and our own Ritualistic clergy) by our Lord Himself 
for daring to alter His institidion. Do the Ritualists 
suppose their communicants to be worse than cannibals ? 
Have we not been taught as believers in Jesus Christ's 
dying love to *feed upon Him in our hearts by faith ' ? 
Do you, Mr. Sliden, wish your congregation to for- 
get the one point which caused the cruel death of 
those noble martyrs for Christ? I speak of our 
great reformers. Oh, if you forget, if the benighted 
Ritualists of the present day have forgotten, let me 
speak of the difference between England and Rome, 
the one point for which our reformers died. The one 
question on which the majority of them were condemned 
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to the stake was this: 'Are the true, real, natural 
body and blood of Christ present in the Sacrament 
under the forms of bread and wine, no substance of 
bread or wine remaining?' With one voice these 
heroic men cried *No!' and Rome, cruel Rome, 
quenched the voices of Christ's faithful martyrs in 
fire and blood! But those who sealed their faithful 
testimony with their earthly life, God has rewarded 
with the martyr's crown and everlasting life in the 
presence of Him who instituted the Sacrament of the 
Lord's Supper. Rome's sentence is also passed, and 
she will yet have to sufiEer terribly and eternally 
for shedding innocent blood, and perpetuating false 
teaching. In the meantime, true Protestants are 
content to wait God's time for the development of the 
blessings He reserves for all who are obedient to His 
Holy Word, and keep His commandments. Yes — 

" * God's plans, like lilies, pure and white, unfold, 
We must not tear the close-shut leaf apart. 
Time will reveal the calyxes of gold.*'* 

Miss Vernon's voice trembled with deep pathos and 
emotion as she spoke, and she wondered how her 
gentle Agnes would stand the test of the separation 
she felt must come ; for she could see that Mr. Sliden 
was secretly pleased at her objection to his religious 
ceremonials. She knew that he, as a shrewd, calculat- 
ing man, had weighed her character, and was certain 
she would be true to her principles. She was right ; 
he did not attempt to rebut her statements, indeed, he 
could not, knowing she only spoke the truth. In his 
blandest tone he inquired — 
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"Why did you make no complaint during Sir 
James's lifetime, my dear Miss Vernon ? " 

"I have been remonstrating with you before now, 
Mr. Sliden, and as you must recollect, I was not 
attending the Communion at your church — prior to 
your absence on the continent — on account of your 
high ritual. I was greatly distressed to leave Evers- 
ham church, and I much fear many belonging to the 
EvangeKcal Church of England are driven into other 
pastures when they would fain stay in the Estab- 
lished Church, but cannot because of error which is 
leading to Popery, infidelity, spiritualism, materialism, 
and many other subtle and dangerous cheats with 
which true Christians can have no fellowship what- 



ever." 



" Then you like very Low Church, Miss Vernon ? " 
sneered Mr. Sliden in a mocking tone. 

" Pardon me," replied Edith with great animation, 
" I prefer the Highest Church of all, and I found it at 
Eversham when Mr. Clifford conducted- the services 
and you were absent, Mr. Sliden. I refer, of course, 
to Christ's Church, of which He is the glorious Head ; 
therefore I am not at ^ home in a building where 
idolatry and schism are rampant, where simple village 
folks are taught to kiss a box of bones, a pretended St. 
James's hand, St. Thomas's toe, bread used by Jesus 
Christ, and other false relics, which are caused to be 
shown by those false teachers who have * crept in 
unawares ' into the Protestant Church of England, and 
are doing their best to drag her down to Roman- 
Paganism, and wrest the Bible from the true Church, 
of which Christ is the Living Head ! Does not England 
remember the lamentable state of ignorance in which 
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the Bomish clergy were wrapped prior to the Reforma- 
tion f So ignorant of Scripture were they, that few 
could have told where either the ten commandments, 
the Lord's wonderful prayer in the 17th of St. John's 
Gospel, or the beautifully simple prayer which Christ 
taught to His disciples were to be found ! And the 
Saviour said, very plainly too, *When ye pray, say 
Our Father.' But in the present day men and women 
are taught to sing or chant their prayers to Almighty 
God, and this, too, in perfect disobedience to our Lord's 
ovm desire. Some of the choir who lead in these sung 
or chanted prayers are not thinking of God at all, but 
only of the harmony of sound, and of pleasing the ear 
of a congregation whose senses are to be captivated by 
grand music and sweet singing. Mr. Sliden, I have 
heard some of your choir, possessing the greatest skill 
in the complete management of their cultivated voices, 
giving vent to the most horrible sounds immediately 
on leaving your church in the shape of oaths, curses, 
and most profane swearing, and with the Apostle I say, 
' these things ought not to be.' Such men and boys 
should not be admitted to your choir because they 
possess fine execution ; no, Christ's true Church is holy 
in every respect, otherwise it could not possibly be 
His lody ! I fully appreciate fine music and good 
singing, but I cannot bow down to it, nor worship 
sincerely in any place where God's honour is not first. 
Think of the awful profanity of allowing such men and 
boys as I have just named to sing to God, ' And take 
not Thy Holy Spirit from us.' I take it that all the 
blame will not rest on those lads, being painfully 
reminded of the text, * Woe be unto him by whom the 
offence cometh ' ; and it is your duty, sir, to find out the 



NOTICE TO QUIT loi 

spiritual condition of your choir, and elect for it only 
those who honour God ! " 

Mr. Sliden did not attempt to parry Miss Vernon's 
remarks and objections, knowing by long experience 
that she never broached an argument she could not 
substantially support, and, moreover, his call was 
simply with a view to throwing a little more dust into 
the eyes of his foolish dupe, Sir Frederick, whose 
vision was becoming so dense and impaired that he 
was compelled (whether he would or no) to look at 
everything through the odious lens of the Jesuit's 
misrepresentations. 

Therefore Mr. Sliden brought his visit to a close by 
remarking, *' Well, Miss Vernon, I must do my painful 
duty to the head of this house, and inform him that I 
have been quite unable to convince you of your errors 
as regards our holy Church. Good-bye." 

To which Edith might have replied, " You have not 
tried, nor could you make the least impression if you 
did, for the Bible — God's Holy Word, on which I take 
my stand as a sincere Protestant — is incontrovertible, 
and shall live for ever." 

" Farewell, Mr. Sliden, ' Nulla Crux, Nulla Carona,' 
remember ; this interview, through your secret prepara- 
tion against a Protestant, is but the preface of a heavy 
cross to me ; but do not rejoice too soon at my de- 
parture from those I love so well, for *the Lord 
reigneth,' I await His time, and I am also looking for 
the crown ! " was all she said, however. 

And so it came to pass that Mr. Sliden had to carry 
back with him the remembrance of a beautiful woman's 
sweet face of earnest purpose of heart to, and implicit 
confidence in, the over-ruling power of Divine Provi- 
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dence for her good, and the complete assurance of 
God's promised reward to those who endure, " looking 
unto Jesus," and the remembrance was as torture to 
him. 

A fortnight from that date saw still greater changes 
at the Manor, for Sir Frederick had deposed his cousin 
Edith, and invested his unwilling sister as the lady in 
charge, by Mr. Sliden's express orders. 

" Be very tender to her at first, Frederick. You see, 
as Miss Yernon has had the sole care of the dear young 
lady for so long a time, we must endeavour to soften 
the blow of separation as much as possible. This 
parting from her cousin is but for your sister's ultimate 
good, and as hers is such an exceedingly delicate 
constitution and sensitive heart, poor child, it is abso- 
lutely needful that her spiritual interest be promptly 
attended to, and therefore the sooner your cousin's 
dangerous influence is removed, the better for your 
frail young sister, my dearest pupil," Mr. Sliden had 
said in confidence to his poor dupe. 
' Thus it had happened that, believing Sir Frederick's 
sympathy in her future welfare to be genuine, poor 
Agnes had sought a private interview with her elder 
brother to entreat him not to allow her to be parted 
from Miss Vernon, who had ever been as a fond 
mother to her, and whom she loved dearly. 

To do Sir Frederick justice, there were times when 
he felt wretched at the double part he was playing, and 
as Agnes knelt before him weeping bitterly, her little 
white hands outstretched imploringly in her distress, 
heJonged to take her in his arms and comfort her by 
granting her the desire of her tender heart. But Mr. 
Sliden was still his tutor, and master likewise, and was 
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daily teaching him to forego everything in which he 
had taken pleasure, assuring him that such self-denial 
would be one way in which he could "work out his own 
salvation" and earn the right to enter heaven. Sir 
Frederick accepted his false teaching without question, 
not knowing the Scriptural explanation which afBrms 
that, " It is God that worketh in you both to will and 
to do of His good pleasure," and also that it is only a 
believer in Christ's salvation who works out in his daily 
life and experience that which God, by His Holy Spirit, 
works in his heart. Faith and works go hand in hand, 
and '* without faith it is impossible to please God." 
Now, as Sir. Frederick's faith was only in himself, his 
works, and his tutor, he had no right to appropriate 
that verse of Scripture which is the property only of a 
true child of God. 

"My dear Agnes, I must beg you not to distress 
yourself and me in this painful manner; all the tears 
in the world will not suflSce to cause me to alter my 
decision. For a long time I have felt changes must be 
made here, and I wish you to assume your proper posi- 
tion and act as mistress of my house. There are many 
things I want you to do for me which I cannot even 
begin until our cousin Edith is gone." 

" Dearest Frederick, I shall love to help you in every 
possible way of course, and I am sure cousin Edie will 
not mind me taking control here. On the contrary, she 
would be glad, and has often urged me to do so, but I 
have refused again and again. Fred, if I assume imme- 
diate responsibility, will you not then allow our cousin 
to remain ? " entreated the earnest pleader hopefully. 

"Impossible, Agnes, therefore urge me no more. 
To-morrow must see the final exit of Edith Vernon 
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from Eversham, and in sweeter friendships you will 
soon learn to forget her. Time works wonders, little 
sister," replied the elder brother rather huskily, as he 
shook ofif the cUnging girl, and left her sobbing as if 
her poor young heart would break. And the comfort- 
ing came only when Philip entered the room to inquire 
the cause of weeping, and carried her up to Edith, 
where they together soothed the agitated girl with that 
holy balm which was their own strength and stay. 

Alas! poor girl, she little dreamed that another 
strong support was so soon to be taken from her. But 
the daily life is a course of discipline in which character 
is moulded for good or ill— made or marred. 

The next morning Miss Vernon took leave of Sir 
Frederick, who thanked her formally for her services in 
his family, and deplored the necessity of parting. In a 
kind of hang-dog manner he asked whether he might 
present a cheque to her in remembrance of the care she 
had bestowed upon his parents, to which Edith had 
replied — 

'* No, thank you, Frederick ; I have never yet taken 
a reward for Christian duty — and pleasure that duty 
was to me— nor do I desire a gift at the hands of man, 
at all events, and my means are suiScient for all my 
needs. But God has given me 'a sure reward,' and 
also the love and respect of your late parents, your 
brother and sister, and the household generally. But 
you would do infinitely better by carrying out the 
dying wishes of your father in making instant provision 
for Philip and Agnes, which would, in the end, result in 
blessing to yourself." 

The baronet waved his hand impatiently as he re- 
sponded — 
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" That would be rather like ' carrying coal to New- 
castle/ I imagine, cousin. My brother and sister are in 
their own home, and want for nothing here. Should 
they require money, it is plentiful." 

Thus they parted, Edith mentally asking, "What 
will the future disclose?" a question neither she nor 
indeed any person on earth can satisfactorily answer. 

There was sincere sorrow in the house at the depar- 
ture of one who had ever been a kind, patient friend 
and mistress, and some of the old servants could barely 
thank her for weeping, as she gave to one and all 
a suitable present and priceless good counsel. Edith 
turned from them with a very full heart, and went to 
take a long farewell of her four-footed friend, Philo. 
Here she met with another disappointment, for the 
faithful dog was nowhere to be found, and Martin told 
her that he had been sent away only the previous night 
by Sir Frederick's orders, who had declared the animal 
to be dangerous. With a sigh of real regret for the 
fate of the noble creature, Edith next sought Agnes, 
who with great anxiety was awaiting her in outdoor 
attire. For Philip had, the evening before, said they 
would drive with cousin Edith to the station, that they 
might not lose one hour of her dear society while she 
remained in Eversham, and both Edith Vernon and 
Agnes had trembled lest Sir Frederick should oppose 
their intention. 

However, Philip had not chosen to inform his brother, 
in case of Mr. Sliden's jealous interference, and whether 
Sir Frederick guessed their intention did not appear, 
but they met with no opposition, and left the Manor 
full early for the train, in order to ensure a little quiet 
together at the station. 
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They were not destined to be alone after all, for Mr. 
Clifford was walking up and down the platform eagerly 
watching for their arrival, and approached them imme- 
diately as they aUghted from the carriage with great 
earnestness. 

After shaking hands most cordially with them, he 
addressed himself first to Miss Vernon, saying kindly- 

"My dear friend, I am rejoiced to be in time to 
escort you. Poor old Martin ran round to me last 
evening to announce the sad fact of your departure. 
You will, as a relative, although a distant one, allow 
me to be as a brother for the future, which I trust and 
believe will be a mutual comfort to us both, and a 
source of satisfaction to our dear young cousins, Philip 
and Agnes Eversham, to whom I shall be only too 
pleased to render any service in my power should 
future events or occasion require." 

Then before Edith could thank him, he turned to 
the brother and sister hastUy, with— 

" Our time here is necessarily short, and therefore 
my friends will excuse brevity. Miss Vernon has, I 
think, explained to you the fact of my not having 
received your letters, Philip? And I hear, too, that 
mine to you have been suppressed, but, as relatives, 
we must now waive all ceremony; besides, trains 
never wait for polite interchanges ! I have long pre- 
pared a letter for each of you in the hope of a meeting 
one day. The day has come at length, and I trust we 
may all eventually profit by it, sorrowful though it be. 
Yet, it may have some joy for us too, who knows? 
Will you take these friendly epistles from your distant 
relative — a cousin some sixteen times removed perhaps 
— but never mind that, only feel assured of my afiEec- 
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tion and sincere desire to help you at any time and at 
any cost, and I must warn you for your own good to 
keep the contents of these letters to yourselves. In 
saying this, I believe I have the sanction of our dear 
cousin, Miss Vernon ; I feel your parents would have 
approved, and I hope I am only desiring to do all 
that which is right in the sight of God." 

With marked emotion the Eev. Basil Clifford turned 
away before any one could express their gratitude, to 
''go," as he called back to them, ''and see after the 
luggage." 

Philip thrust his letter into his pocket and ran 
after Mr. Clifford, while Agnes mechanically placed 
hers in safety also, and turned in some confusion to 
Miss Vernon who, as she drew the trembling girl 
closely to her, said — 

"Never be afraid to trust Basil Clifford, my love, 
he is truly a noble and good man. Your father loved 
him as a son, and placed the fullest confidence in his 
Christianity and his judgment. See, Aggie, how God 
graciously softens our perplexities? Just when I 
counted on a long journey alone, and you were troubled 
because I have no human protector, He raises up Mr. 
Clifford as our new brother and staunch friend." 

" Yes, dearest cousin, I am indeed grateful that you 
will have such a kind friend as the companion of your 
journey, which otherwise might have been so desolate 
and sad. But oh, how I shall miss you in everything, 
and everywhere, too ; I cannot bear to part with you, 
dear." 

" As I shall miss you, Aggie. But, as I have al- 
ready said, you must not think I am lost to you 
because I leave you thus. It is better to fall in with 
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Mr. Slides's plans, for a time at all erents, otherwise 
it may mean more misery to your father's oHldren 
than I care to think of. But we must be brave and 
put our whole heart into every duty, however painful 
it may appear to us. Ours is a daily cross, Aggie, but 
remember 'He daily beareth our burdens,' and the 
fault is ours if we refuse to cast our care on the only 
* One * who * is able ' and willing to bear it. We are 
living in very critical times, Agnes — I speak now of 
Europe generally and Protestant England in particular 
— and we little dream of what may any day transpire, 
but we do know, God is on the Throne and He is the 
Governor of the Nations! As Protestants we deplore 
the Romeward tendency of the foolish Bitualists, who 
are walking into hideous danger, some, alas! with 
their eyes wide open, although many are being gradu- 
ally drawn into it quite unsuspectingly, poor creatures. 
But all sincere Christians have the power and privilege 
of intercessory prayer, and we may pray for a spiritual 
revival in our land, through His Spirit ! Let us there- 
fore unite in asking for the Holy Spirit in His fulness, 
as a Spirit of grace and of believing supplication. 
May God pour it upon up according to His promise ! 
This unity in prayer, Agnes, love, will keep us near 
each other in heart and spirit during our separation, 
however long the time may be." 

The girFs gentle face was raised in touching earnest- 
ness, the expressive eyes spoke volumes, as her hands 
tightened yet more firmly round Miss Vernon's arm 
and the two words, " I promise," fell from the quiver- 
ing lips. 

Now began the arrival of passengers, some on foot, 
others in different vehicles containing luggage, accord- 
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ing to their social position. Porters, hitherto unseen, 
started up in all directions and came to the rescue, so 
to speak, as regarded the baggage. There was now no 
more quiet for Edith and Agnes, for Mr. Clifford re- 
turned with PhiUp, and many of the new arrivals came 
forward to greet the Eversham group. 

Miss Vernon, not wishing to cause a scene, had 
purposely kept silence with regard to her being parted 
from Agnes; but she had charged both her younger 
cousins with kind messages and farewells to the 
villagers and all inquiring friends. Therefore little 
comment was made by the new arrivals at the station 
as they attended to the proper disposition of their 
family belongings. 

Soon the last farewells were uttered, the final em- 
braces given, and Agnes found herself supported 
tenderly by Philip as they watched the departing train 
fast bearing away those two noble beings for whom 
they experienced intense love and unbounded respect. 
Edith Vernon leaned from the carriage window, wav- 
ing her white handkerchief to the last, and when the 
train passed an angle, then swerved out of sight, 
Agnes whispered faintly- 

" Take me away, Philip please, I am ill, dear." 

The train whirled on and on at rapid speed, and 
Mr. Clifford did not attempt to address his companion 
as she sank in tears upon the seat after Agnes had 
faded from her longing gaze. In his sympathy for 
her and the Evershams he lost sight of his own dis- 
appointment ; his kind heart gauged Edith's sorrow 
to a degree of accuracy through the intense mental 
suffering of his own sensitive spirit, and he knew she 
would prefer to be silent. The train stopped occa- 
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sionally at a station, passengers went and came, and 
in the course of an hour Miss Vernon roused herself 
to say — 

*' Mr. Clifford, I know not how to thank you for your 
kind escort ; pray do not think me ungrateful because 
I have kept silence, but sorrow made me selfish, and I 
forgot everything in leaving that dear girl." 

** I perfectly understood that, and, to say the truth, 
I have a heartache myself with regard to our dear 
young cousins. I have grave fears concerning them at 
the hands of Mr. Sliden, and to this end I have, with 
Mr. Derwent, a plan in view. The idea originated for 
the good of those villagers who complain of the Roman- 
ising schemes of their Vicar, not only in the church, 
but actually in their homes. Some of the lads and 
maidens have been found hiding a crucifix, secretly 
devouring Roman Catholic books of devotion, making 
the genuflexion before pictures of saints or the 
Virgin Mary. Mrs. Morgan says her daughter Bessie 
prevaricated to the extent of lying, and that concern- 
ing Church matters, too. And farmer Bryant assures 
me, he never had such deceitful, ungovernable men 
and lads about his farm until the arrival of Mr. Sliden. 
The fact is, Miss Vernon, if something is not done in 
the village to arrest it, we shall have Popery in all its 
cruel hideousness planted in the very heart of Evers- 
ham ! So Derwent proposed an iron church should be 
placed just on the outskirts of the village. This we 
are having built, and it will be ready very shortly now ; 
we had no difficulty either concerning the site, as that 
land fortunately belonged to your good friend Dr. 
Brentwood, who has been most kind in this matter, 
and longs for the pure Gospel to be preached with 
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power, for he, too, has been a sufferer at the hands of 
Mr. Sliden in the case of his own daughter, who 
threatens to enter a Convent, even if she has to run 
away from her good home and heart-broken parents 
to do so." 

" How dreadful ! " exclaimed Miss Vernon. " Oh, if 
these poor deluded young women only knew the bitter- 
ness and misery of convent life, they would never for 
one instant entertain the thought of entering these 
wretched dungeons, nor listen to the cajoleries of those 
false priests and nuns who would lure them to their 
own destruction ! I will write to Clara Brentwood to- 
morrow, in the hope I may arrest her sure downfall ; 
poor, silly girl to wish to leave the substance for the 
shadow. But you were speaking of the new church ? " 

" Yes, Miss Vernon, I was about to say that Derwent 
has a friend, a good man of the true missionary spirit, 
full of zeal for our Divine Master, whom we shall 
place in charge, and occasionally Mr. Owen, Derwent, 
and I will be able to conduct a meeting there. Mr. 
Derwent is a capital speaker, besides being an out-and- 
out Churchman of the evangelical type, as you heard 
yourself. We do not intend in the least to interfere 
in Mr. Sliden's church — ^nor with his church members 
— but we think it would be decidedly wrong to offer 
no equivalent to those Christians he has driven from 
his church, particularly as they have done their best 
in their humble way to * shine as lights in the world.' 
They have tried to stay in Eversham church and to 
let their light shine there, but the Vicar does not, will 
not tolerate the Christ in them; so what can they 
do?" 

'' I heard a rumour of meetings having commenced 
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in old Ben Boberts's cottage ; is that the reason, Mr. 
Clifford ? " 

" Yes, the dear old fellow says he wants to do some- 
thing for the Lord, now that he has foand his sight 
spiritually; so he opened his cottage for meetings, 
but it is not large enough for the goodly gathering 
of Christian outcasts / " replied Mr. Clifford, with his 
genial smile. " Owen had to preach in Bryant's pad- 
dock one evening, there were so many of them." 

" Poor Mr. Owen, what will he do ? " asked Edith 
kindly. 

" Pray do not pity him. Miss Vernon ; his breaking 
away from those Bomish fetters has made a man of 
him, and he is very happy, too, to be free to serve 
Christ faithfully. Not only this either, for Derwent, 
who has unbounded influence, has secured him a far 
better position, and Mrs. Owen, his widowed mother, 
is so delighted to see her son back again heart and soul 
in the Evangelical Church. She agrees that some of 
our Bishops will have much to answer for in allowing 
so many thousands of young people to be drawn away 
by Bitualism when they have it in their power in- 
stantly to lay the finger — like a skilful physician 
detecting the seat of disease — upon the deadly thing 
and check its progress Bomewards ! She also affirms 
that where Bitualism prevails, there is a great want of 
proper respect for parents — an entire neglect of par- 
ental authority, in fact — vast self-conceit, love of dress, 
a feverish thirst for pleasure and vice, with the atten- 
dant evils of undue smoking and drinking, and a deter- 
mination of young people to rule their elders. All this 
is, unfortunately, true; even the good, old-fashioned 
servants, in whom one could place such unbounded 
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confidence and entire respect, are gradually dying out, 
and the world is in a state of turmoil and unrest, 
because, blinded by Satanic agencies, people choose 
* darkness rather than light,' and prefer Rome's 
glamour of captivating the mind by sensuous music 
and profane ceremonials to the pure source of Eternal 
light, the Christ, who alone can give true peace, and 
save the immortal soul through all eternity ! In the 
present day many people are bewildered, as well as be- 
witched, one may say, what with the 'Higher Criti- 
cism * — which has also done a vast amount of ill to the 
Protestant Church — Anglo-Catholicism, and Ritualism, 
which are all, more or less, the outcome of the under- 
mining process of Popery. There is not much to 
choose between the two latter, ordinary Ritualism 
being the infant in arms, and Anglo-Catholicism the 
child who is able to toddle. When once they are out 
of his nursery, the Pope sees to it that his dear de- 
luded children are not allowed to run alone in the 
Roman Catholic Church, the priests — as his head 
nurses — ^taking great pains to carry out all the orders 
of their papal head with regard to the further bondage 
of these self-same children, to the entire neglect of 
the Divine Head, Christ, who, with outstretched arms, 
still tenderly laments, ' Ye will not come unto Me that 
ye might have lif e ! ' " 

"Yes," responded Edith softly, "'everlasting life,* 
and sweetest, surest liberty." 

A solemn silence fell upon the two for a short space, 
and presently Mr. ClifiEord said with a bright smile — 

" You will have to be introduced to another distant 
relative. I allude to Aunt Clifford. She is such a 
dear, bright specimen of a Christian, and no one can 

H 
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be dull with her. That reminds me we shall be com- 
pelled to address each other by our Christian names 
when in her presence, Miss Vernon, for our cheery 
Aunt ClifiEord objects to formality amongst relations." 

"Then perhaps we had better begin now, and I 
thank you -for telling me, Basil," replied Miss Vernon, 
with an amusing smile. 

•*Tou are most welcome, Edith," said the amused 
clergyman. Whereupon they both laughed heartily, 
and felt all the better for their merriment. So with 
pleasant interchanges of thought and speech, seasoned 
with goodness and sympathy, what otherwise might 
have been a very weary journey to Edith was brought 
to a happy termination through the mercy of God and 
the kindness of a kindred spirit. 

Nothing could have been better for Mr. Sliden's 
plans than the occasion of Philip presuming, without 
leave of the head of the family, to dare to take Agnes 
to the station to witness the departure of Miss Vernon. 

Primed by his tutor as to the course he should pursue 
towards the offending culprits, Sir Frederick awaited 
the return of the unsuspecting young couple with 
great austerity. As the carriage drove up, he desired 
Martin to ask Mr. Philip and his mistress to speak 
with him immediately in the study, which they 
accordingly did, and great was their astonishment and 
dismay to be accosted by their brother in such a 
manner, as to leave no doubt that he intended to 
make this simple occurrence the cause for a very 
serious quarrel with Philip. In vain they attempted 
to reason with him, gently remonstrating and touch- 
ingly expostulating, but all to no purpose, and again 
poor Agnes wept bitter tears as she, in her distress. 



NOTICE TO QUIT 115 

clung first to one, then to the other brother. Fmitless 
were her efforts to soften, or in any way appease, the 
anger of Sir Frederick, or check the torrent of insult 
he hurled at his suflfering brother. Philip was deathly 
pale from suppressed emotion, but he did not lose self- 
control. For his sister's sake he endured what his 
conscience declared he ought to resent. 

" It is no use, darling Agnes," he said tenderly, as 
he bent down to kiss the pretty, pleading face of his 
sister ; " poor Frederick is lost to the memory of our 
parents, and his true friends. It is evident a younger 
brother has no place here. Let me go, dear Aggie, 
we must look up in faith, and trust to the Giver of all 
good to grant us another home, where you shall be, 
ah ! so welcome, and in it all your innocent pleasures 
it will be my happiness to minister to. Things have 
gradually been working up to this, as Cousin Edith 
foresaw, and with her I, for your sweet sake, have 
tried to bear insult patiently, in order that you might 
be spared another separation as long as possible. 
Well, the blow has fallen at last, and it is heavy 
indeed for us both, though I did not think it would 
have come so soon. Had I a home, we would go out 
together now, Aggie ; but I cannot let you rough it, 
you are too fragile yet, but with Grod's blessing I can 
work, and in time make a suitable home for my little 
sister." He lovingly placed her in an easy-chair and 
turned to leave the study, when Sir Frederick said, in 
a voice which trembled with eagerness — 

" Stay, Philip ! there is one way in which you can 
please me and remain in your present home — I have 
not forgotten we were happy lads together once, 
affectionate brothers, too ; conform to the rites of our 
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holy Chnrch, and give up the friendship of Basil 
Clifford, then, indeed, we may be loving brothers 
again." 

"If that be the only alternative, I dare not, 
Frederick, for I cannot countenance practices I have 
proved to be unscriptural ! Brothers in the flesh we 
always must be, and my constant prayer for you, my 
poor Fred, shall be that you may eventually find that 
God who has promised to be * a Father of the father- 
less,' that we may together be brothers in Him, also, 
as 'the sons of God without rebuke,* through the merits 
of our Saviour," replied PhiUp humbly and with affec- 
tionate earnestness. 

"Then never let me see your face again, sir; my 
house is your home no longer," retorted Sir Frederick 
angrily. 

"Be kind to dear Aggie ; I beseech you to remember 
her sensitive heart and fragile constitution. Kty our 
young sister, though you show no mercy to cousin 
Edith, to yourself, or me, Fred! With almost his 
latest breath our dying father desired us to take care 
of Edith Vernon, and bade her care for us, as I told 
you. This message you have despised ; but I now 
warn you for the last time that our sister is a solemn 
trust from God, and, Frederick, beware how you trifle 
with Him ! " 

So quietly had Philip left the study that Sir Frederick 
quite started when he found himself alone with the 
sister whose heart was agonising in the intensity of 
acute anguish, and he never realised that he was 
turning from his door one who had ever been a 
strength to his feebler nature and a very sunbeam in 
his home, to the more completely forging about himself 
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a chain of miserable fetters and superstitions from 
which he might perhaps never be able to free himself; 
never thought that he was substituting a tyrant for a 
loving brother and sincere friend. But he did look 
with pity upon his sister, whose sobs seemed to jar 
as a just rebuke to his unkindness, and he tried to say, 
soothingly — 

'*Do not distress yourself in this unreasonable 
manner, Aggie ! When Philip has roughed it a little, 
he will be glad enough to return to his old home, and 
on the proper conditions, too, dear." 

Poor Sir Frederick! he had been told this by his 
false friend, and he tried to believe it. Now he again 
longed to gather the weeping girl to his breast and 
comfort her sad heart, only, of course, self-denial 
forbade any such carnal exhibition of feeling on his 
part. Still, he did manage to guide her to the door 
and watched, with a melancholy shake of his head, 
her trembling form and faltering steps, as she slowly 
mounted the broad stairs leading to her own room, 
looking like a woman who had lost all hope, as indeed, 
for the time being, she had done. 

The baronet turned away, as his sister disappeared, 
with a heavy sigh, which was followed by a groan of 
despair as he sank into a chair, and, covering his eyes 
with his long thin fingers, tried to argue with himself 
that his was the right course, but in vain ; conscience 
would be heard, and he knew without the faintest 
doubt that he was infinitely more wretched than his 
guileless brother and sister. Yes, truly Rome's crosses 
are heavy to bear, and exceedingly bitter ! 

Philip had gone straight to his room, and to his 
knees also; he arose calmed, if not comforted. In 
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reviewing the past events he suddenly remembered 
the letter which Mr. Clifford had given him at the 
station and at once took it from his pocket to read the 
following : — 

Fernbank, Evbrsham. 

My dear Philip — Mr. Derwent, of whom you 
have heard me speak highly as a friend on whose 
sound judgment I rely, has weighed the pros and C(yrv8 
of Mr. SUden's purposes and your probable coming 
situation at Eversham. He thinks your position in 
your home highly critical, and that yonir departure, as 
well as that of our mutual relative, Miss Vernon, will 
soon be insisted upon, unless you choose to place your- 
self (as poor Frederick has done to his future sorrow) 
as a machine in Mr. Sliden's hands ! 

Fully believing my good friend Derwent to be 
correct in this particular, I want to assure you that 
both he and I are earnestly desirous of helping you to 
the utmost of our power. 

With this intent I now enclose the bank-note, in 
case you should need a little extra ready-money, and 
also because I might be in London when you leave 
Eversham. 

You will not mind this, dear Philip, from your 
relative and sincere friend ? Should you not require it, 
no harm is done, and you will be guided as to the 
propriety of acceptance or refusal when the time 
arrives for any settled decision. Mr. Derwent is long- 
ing for your friendship, and will soon mount you on 
the road to success, financially, if you will allow him to 
do so. 

In the possible event of your leaving the Manor 
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and of my being away from Eversham at that sad time, 
will you be good enough to call at Fembank, where I 
will leave a letter of fuller instruction, so that you can 
go straight to Derwent, or come on to me and make 
the acquaintance of your Aunt Clifford, who is one of 
the dearest old ladies on this wide earth and longs to 
embrace her nephew Philip! — In. haste, believe me, 
your affectionate cousin, Basil Clifford. 

Philip Eversham, Esq. 

Philip knew Basil Clifford's character so well that he 
had no scruple in making use of the enclosed money 
for a time, and recognised the hand of God in thus 
fulfilling His divine promise to « supply all your need," 
and he remembered also that wonderful assurance, 
" Before they call I will answer, and while they are yet 
speaking, I will hear.'' 

"Dear old Basil, I must certainly tell poor little 
Aggie of this. I wonder whether she is in her room 
yet ?" 

A very mournful voice bade him enter when he 
knocked at the door of his sister's pretty boudoir which 
he had styled ** a dainty little sanctum for a darling 
little sister." 

Agnes Eversham had been every moment expecting 
her brother would seek her, and welcomed him thank- 
fully. After a few words of cheery comfort, PhiUp 
read to her the letter he had just been appreciating 
so fully, and she, too, was very much pleased at the 
mutual kind intention of Mr. Derwent and Basil, but 
thought it so strange of the latter to send £$0 to her 
brother, when he could have as much money as he 
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wanted by asking for it — at least she thought so, poor 
girl, in her gnilelessness ; and PhiUp would not distress 
her further by telling her how Mr. Sliden, through Sir 
Frederick, had already tried to humble him in money 
matters, as in all else. 

" And what is the import of your commnnication, 
darling? "he inquired. 

"I have been in too much trouble about you to 
think of it, Philip. Here is the letter, however, and 
we can read it together, dear," which they at once pro- 
ceeded to do, and Philip asked her to keep it carefully 
to read again and digest, when she was alone, as he 
thought it a most important epistle. It was well for 
her that she reserved it to study, for it proved an in- 
vulnerable shield later on. 

Agnes was so prostrate from excessive weeping and 
lamenting over her double loss, that she elected to 
keep to her "dainty little sanctum," and Philip, who 
had no appetite whatever, decided to stay by her on 
his last evening at home, in the hope of comforting 
her ; so together they drank their fragrant coffee and 
lived years in that one eventful evening. 

As soon as Philip's back was " satisfactorily turned/' 
to quote Mr. Sliden, many mysterious things — which 
had been in a measure lying dormant^ — ^began to 
obtrude themselves. There was a lovely spot on the 
Eversham estate called *' Nine Elms/' from the fact of 
there being nine splendid trees of equal size and 
height, behind which nestled nine pretty white 
cottages with tasteful gardens, and a shimmering 
lake that was the joint property of the inhabitants of 
the superior and well-built houses. 

It was about the future of " Nine Elms " which had 
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brought Mr. Sliden and Mr. Benson to wait together 
BO early on Sir Frederick that particular morning in 
the UbW when PhiUp felt hilelf an intruder 'and 
the baronet — without the faintest suspicion of the fact 
— ^was *' spoiled " by " the Egyptians ! " The result of 
Mr. Benson's Jesuitical calligraphy was that the 
families renting the white cottages had received notice 
to quit immediately, and not only " Nine Elms " but 
the entire village had been on the tiptoe of expectation 
as to the future of that charming spot; for another 
storey had been added to the cottages by incompre- 
hensible workmen who came from a distance at Mr. 
Benson's call as soon as the heart-broken cottagers had 
made their sorrowful exit from their home of so many 
happy years. But as the village boasted no skilled 
mystagogue, the curiosity of the simple folk remained 
for a short period ungratified, yet there were two or 
three who whispered amongst themselves, '* Jesuitism 
is at the bottom of it ! " 

An entire structure now presented itself, for cottage 
had been joined to cottage until it became — not a grand 
whole, but a prison-like house of indefinite propor- 
tions, for it seemed impossible to tell where the build- 
ing began and where it ended. But it pleased Mr. 
Sliden, which of course was everything ; indeed, it had 
been formed according to his own design, and was, like 
himself, superlatively opaque ! 

There stood the Eev. Tracy Sliden, with his unlucky 
dupe, surveyiQg with pride a bargain which had cost 
Sir Frederick Eversham dear in more ways than one. 
It had caused him much anxiety in banishing his 
relatives, and great unpopularity in the village, with 
the alienation of many of his tenants, when it became 
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known for what reason the inhabitants of Nine Elms 
had been turned from the place given them by the late 
Sir James, some of whom had been born there, and 
also hoped to have been carried to their last resting- 
place from the dear home beside the silver lake. 

Agnes, whose hand rested upon her brother's arm, 
felt no reproach ; although she had experienced sincere 
sorrow for the expelled families. Now, her gentle 
eyes drank in the aspect of peace, and the beauty of 
the scene before her. The sun, streaming through the 
branches and leaves of the trees, lit up in variegated 
tints the beauties of all around and rested on the 
sturdy trunks, covered here and there with patches of 
moss, causing them to look like velvets of difiEerent 
shades of green. The gentle twittering of timid birds, 
the valuable milch cows quietly grazing, the silent lake 
upon which floated majestic swans, the revolving sails 
of the rural windmill planted amongst the undulating 
hills, the field of red clover in the distance lending a 
gaudy beauty to the picturesque spot, while butterflies 
in great variety sipped the sweetness from odorous 
flowers, and strains of soft music from the new 
edifice filled the air, lulling the senses, and captivating 
the ear. 

Yes, " Nine Elms " was indeed changed ; but, reader, 
not for the better; for a new danger threatened the 
hitherto Protestant house of Eversham, inasmuch as a 
convent had reared its hydra-head upon the estate, 
although for the present it was simply designated 
"The Eversham Sisterhood," and was spoken of by 
the Vicar as "A Protestant Community" to certain 
of his flock, but to others as " Anglo-Catholic," whereas 
it was infinitely more than ''the thin edge of the 
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wedge " of Popery, which was silently developing in 
the neighbourhood ! 

But, as " aggression is progression " so frequently, 
the iron church was now in full working order, having 
been licensed for preaching although not yet con- 
secrated by man. Still, the faithful worshippers there 
were of opinion that it was already consecrated by 
God, to whom it was dedicated at the opening. The 
services in it were conducted solely on the good 
old-fashioned lines of the true Protestant Church of Eng- 
land, It was well attended by the Christian element 
of Eversham and outsiders, and much blessing had 
resulted, as a natural consequence, since God has 
declared, ** Them that honour Me, I will honour." 

Nothing but truth can eradicate error, and it is in 
the power of those who " shine as lights in the world " 
to save England from the Jesuitical schemes of Bome 
against her true and lasting peace, by faithfully hold- 
ing up God's standard, and preaching the pure Gospel — 
of salvation by Jesus Christ alone as the " one mediator 
between God and man" — in its matchless simplicity, 
but overcoming power ! 

There was also a flourishing school for the accom- 
modation of the children of evangelical parents, which 
was voted " a real blessing," and daily proved to be so. 
Mr. Derwent took the greatest interest in its develop- 
ment ; both in the boys' and girls' schools the educa- 
tion was sound spiritually and thorough in its different 
branches of study befitting the social position of the 
happy scholars. Their tastes were carefully watched, 
and different trades taught, or instruction given in 
various occupations also, so that boys and girls should 
each one be ready to face the world when the time 
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arrived for them to take up the responsibilities of daily 
life as bread-winners. 

Christianity was never forced upon them, but it was 
daily lived out before them so humbly, so practically, 
that amongst themselves the children reasoned to- 
gether as to the genuine sincerity of their instructors, 
and longed to be Christ-like too. There was no ostenta- 
tion whatever, but results proved most satisfactory and 
decidedly Christian in tone. 

With the school attached to the Eversham church it 
was very difiEerent, for the ceremonial element increased 
almost day by day. Twice a week a "Children's 
Eucharist" was held in the early morning, at which 
some of the worst children in the village were allowed 
to be present. For with Mr. Sliden it was numbers 
rather than quality — every child was taught to make 
the sign of the cross, to look on at the performance of 
what was really that idolatrous abomination, the Boman 
Catholic Mass. Mr. Sliden, arrayed in Bomish vest- 
ments with his acolyte, went through their mummery ; 
the bells jingled, and as " this awful service "—to quote 
from the printed sheets given to every child— culmi- 
nated in the elevation of the Host, the children bowed 
their heads, and said, as a solemn bell rang, " Hail ! 
most sacred flesh of Jesus," and ''Hail! most sacred 
blood of Jesus." The children were not allowed to 
sit after the — falsely so-called — Consecration, but 
were taught to stand, or kneel. When the ridiculous 
buffoonery, the irreligious sacrilege, was concluded, the 
children would troop out, some awed indeed ; some to 
make fun of the performance, and others to make use 
of the most profane language concerning it ; but none 
were really edified, and certainly none were comforted ! 
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How conld they be, when God was mocked and His 
Holy Spirit grieved at the alteration, by sinful man, of 
the institution of our Lord and Saviour, Jesus Christ ? 
Yet, unfortunately, this is daily being done in Pro- 
testant England to the sure undoing of her prosperity 
as a nation, who, knowing better, ought to a man at once 
crush out the destroyer of her prosperity and Christian 
security in that God who, because of her hitherto con- 
formity to His holy precepts contained in the Bible 
has graciously enabled her to overcome all her enemies 
and shown her unparalleled favour. Therefore, Christian 
Protestants, let your watchword be, *^ To Erigland^s 
rescue from Popery , in the name of the Most High I " 




CHAPTER V 

"THE OUTCASTS WELCOME" 

" New friends, with generous hearts and kindly faces ; 
Enemies, on evil intent, under false masks ! " 

It had been the intention of Miss Vernon to put" up 
at the hotel on her arrival, and from there seek a 
convenient house, with a pretty garden, in one of 
the healthiest suburban districts near London, which 
she could furnish at her leisure. But when Mr. 
Clifford had spoken so affectionately of his aunt, she 
longed to make the acquaintance of the dear old lady, 
and find the Christian sympathy and support of a 
true friend, which she could not hope for amongst 
strangers. So she gratefully accepted the proposal of 
Basil to drive straight to '*the outcast's welcome," as 
he laughingly told her Mrs. Clifford's home was styled. 

She was not disappointed when in due course the 
cab drove up the trim carriage-sweep before Lynmere 
House, and she received from Mrs. Clifford the un- 
affected embrace and genial welcome of true hos- 
pitality. 

"My dear," said the cheery little lady, whose 
face was a perfect sunbeam of delight, " you are very 
heartily welcome, I do assure you, and your rooms 
have been awaiting you for some time. From what Basil 

had told me, I could easily divine what you might 

X26 
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expect at the hands of your Popish Vicar after the 
death of poor old Sir James Eversham! So just 
consider yourself at home, Edith. You see I cannot 
stand on ceremony and call you Miss Vernon, having 
the greatest objection to formality where it is un- 
necessary. Tou shall come upstairs with me, if you 
will, that I may see you comfortably installed in your 
new surroundings and hear whether all is as you 
would desire it; then we will return and see after you, 
Basil, my dear lad, for no doubt you are hungry after 
your journey." 

So saying, the happy little aunt took Edith's 
hand and led her upstairs in the wake of the two 
neat servants, who had gone before with some of 
the luggage, turning back for one moment to assure 
Mr. Clifford that he was ^'a dear rogue," and that 
she was '' uncommonly glad to see his bonnie face at 
home again." 

Everything about Aunt Clifford's home was cheerful, 
cosy, orderly, and refined, and Edith found that Mr. 
Clifford's praises of his aunt's sunny disposition were 
neither undue nor overdrawn. She was just kindness 
. itself, and found her truest pleasures in making others 
happy. Basil confided to Edith that Aunt Clifford's 
plan and habit of self-denial became infectious through 
her happy way of carrying out the dictates of her 
noble heart ! 

In the course of the evening Mr. Derwent called 
on Mrs. Clifford, accompanied by his friend, Mr. 
Herbert Greville, and the delight of the former was 
very manifest as he greeted Edith once more, and 
shook hands cordially with Basil. 

Altogether, it was a very united and happy gathering 
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of kindred spirits, and Edith felt nothing was wanting 
save the presence of Agnes and Philip to render her 
joy complete. It was so new to her to feel all house- 
hold cares and responsibilities gone for the time being, 
and she allowed herself to rest, and thankfully rest, 
under the experienced and kind hand of Aunt Clifford, 
in whose bright presence Mr. Derwent and his friend 
seemed perfectly at home. 

At the moment of introduction Edith had not 
quite caught the name of the handsome stranger, and 
frequently during the evening Mr. Derwent noticed 
how her eyes sought the face of Mr. Greville as if in 
surprise, expectancy, and wistful yearning, and he said 
pleasantly to his friend, who was then chatting with 
Mrs. Clifford and Basil — 

"I say, Herbert, I shall be quite jealous if you 
monopolise auntie in this fashion. Come over here 
and talk with Miss Vernon ; I have an idea you two 
have met before." 

" I think not " — and, " To my knowledge, never " — 
came simultaneously from the parties addressed. But, 
as Mr. Derwent insisted, his friend laughingly excused 
himself to Aunt Clifford, and took the seat by Miss 
Vernon, which Mr. Derwent vacated, to place himself 
beside their hostess. 

Mr. Greville was a man of some fifty years of age, 
tall, and well-knit in splendid proportions, and one 
might have expected a haughty bearing, from the 
occasional rearing and poise of the shapely head, and 
sadden flash of the fine dark eyes ; but, on the contrary, 
Edith discovered his true characteristic to be gentleness 
itself, and she sighed deeply as her mind travelled 
back to the past, and she thought of one of whom. 
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in his sad or gentle movements, this stranger so pain- 
fully reminded her. Presently she inquired — 

*' May I once more hear yonr name ; I did not quite 
catch it when you entered ? " 

"Greville — Herbert Greville — at your service, Miss 
Vernon." 

For a moment Edith seemed completely overcome ; 
then she asked eagerly — 

" Had you ever a cousin named Florence, who was 
very dear to you, Mr. Greville ? " 

It was now the handsome stranger's turn to exhibit 
marked agitation, and laying his hand entreatingly on 
the arm of Edith, he implored — 

"K you can tell me anything concerning the fate 
of my lost darling, I beseech you not to hide facts from 
me, however painful, Miss Vernon. Living, dying, or 
dead, my Florence is still precious to me." 

Poor Mr. Derwent, as he watched the sudden 
emotion of his friend, experienced perhaps one of 
the sharpest pangs of real disappointment it had ever 
been his lot to feel ; for he had imagined Miss Vernon 
to be heart-whole, and ever since he had first seen 
her in her sorrow at Eversham Manor he had allowed 
his affections to run very much in her direction, hoping 
one day to secure her regard. Now, as he absently 
parried Mrs. Clifford's remarks, and was soothed by 
the delightfully harmonious music of Basil, who was 
seated at the piano, he said mentally, '* I am an idiot, 
and have been dreaming. I awake to realise they are 
a splendid pair and worthy of each other's affection. 
Yes, Arthur Derwent, 'castles in the air' always come 
down with a disappointing crash, and you have received 
a blow you will not readily forget. But self must be 

I 
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put into the background that you may rejoice and find 
your pleasure in the happiness of others. That is the 
Christian's privilege and duty, as dear Aunt Clifford 
would say, and say correctly, too." So brave Arthur 
Derwent unselfishly hid his keen disappointment out 
of sight, as he thought successfully, yet did the sympa- 
thetic heart of Mrs. Clifford divine his distress, and 
knowing the intensity of Arthur Derwent's affection, 
she pitied him from her heart. Her busy little head 
devised the means, however, of at once finding out 
the real state of affairs between the two, who were in 
such close conversation. 

"I cannot think there is anything between those 
two, judging from Edith's face, and if, as I suspect, 
this is only a chance meeting, Arthur may as well be 
put out of his misery," she mused. 

Baising her voice above the sweet sounds which 
came in response to the touch of Basil's skilful fingers, 
Mrs. Clifford said — 

" Herbert, my dear lad, I must remind you that 
Miss Yemon has had a tedious journey, and I cannot 
allow her to sit up to-night. To-morrow, when she is 
rested, you shall resume your pleasant discourse. Both 
you and Arthur must come earlier, unless you like to 
remain to-night? Tou both know how welcome you 
are, and that this house is sufficiently elastic for all my 
dear boys ; will you stay ? " 

Mr. Derwent immediately began to talk of business 
which would prevent him from remaining, while 
Herbert Greville apologised to Miss Vernon for so 
thoughtlessly detaining her, then crossed the room to 
where Mrs. Clifford sat, and said — 

"My conversation with Miss Vernon is not of i^ 
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private nature, but I want you all to rejoice with me, 
Auntie, for she both knew and loved my Florence, and 
was the means, under God, of her true conversion and 
return to the Protestant faith." 

The mystery was solved ! for Mr. Greville proved to 
be — not only the cousin but the affianced husband — 
the loving friend of poor Sister Xavier, and it was the 
strong family likeness of Herbert Greville to her 
lost friend which had so agitated Edith to the distress 
of Mr. Derwent. That gentleman felt thoroughly 
ashamed of his jealous suspicions, and thrashed himself 
mentally as he bade Edith good-night and rejoiced in 
her cordial farewell. 

" Well, Artie, my dear boy," said Aunt Clifford with 
a merry twinkle in her eyes, " do you think it possible 
now that you can postpone that important business 
and dine with us to-morrow ? " 

Arthur Derwent saw that she had guessed his secret, 
and laughingly replied — 

" After all, perhaps I can manage it, and you are the 
dearest old lady in the world, Aunt CliflFord." 

The next evening saw the goodly gathering again in 
Mrs. Clifford's drawing-room, and she had taken under 
her matronly wing another outcast in the shape of 
Philip Eversham, who looked quite at home beside her. 
His coming was a source of great pleasure to the 
assembled friends, although at the same time both 
Edith and Basil felt with Philip much anxiety regard- 
ing Agnes, now that she was so solitary. 

Mr. Derwent said that he should not rest until he 
saw Philip the guardian of his sister, and to this end 
he and Mr. Greville would go down to Eversham and 
reconnoitre in the course of a day or so, as they wished 
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first to find out whether any further information could 
be obtained concerning Miss Greville, otherwise known 
as " Sister Xavier." 

" Do not be uneasy, Mr. Eversham," said Mr. Greville 
kindly, " I mean to make Eversham village my special 
mission with the important help of our good friends 
here, and Mr. Owen, and it will be strange indeed if we 
do not keep a faithful guard over the Manor. Then, if 
we bring Aunt aifEord into the conclave, there is no 
telling what we may not be enabled to accomplish. I 
assure you there is no end of goodness and wisdom 
under her pretty white curls." 

Here Mr. Derwent and his friend exchanged a good- 
tempered glance of perfect trust and genial under- 
standing, and the old lady comprehended that Mr. 
Derwent had confided his hopes regarding Edith 
Vernon to his old friend, Herbert Greville. 

Prom that day Philip had gained the good-will and 
desirable friendship of another good woman and two 
sterling men, and he thankfully told his cousins, Edith 
and Basil, that he rejoiced in such priceless friendships, 
and hoped to prove his appreciation and gratitude as 
the days passed by. 

Sometimes Mrs. CliflEord would drive Edith out in 
her pretty pony carriage to inspect houses, but the 
old lady would never allow her guest to fix on a house 
either for hire or purchase. There was sure to be some 
serious objection which was ultimately to develop into 
a perfect incubus did Edith seem inclined to strike a 
bargain, and they always returned to Lynmere House 
as they left it. 

Basil Clifford and Philip knew just what they were 
to hear after one of these expeditious, and had some 
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difficulty in suppressing their mirth when Edith 
seemed to expect sympathy. The fact was, " Auntie " 
had let them into a secret of which Edith was perfectly 
unaware, and she felt to be intruding on Mrs. Clifford, 
and also desired to make a home for Philip, who was 
now going to and fro from Mr. Derwent's office, where 
he had found most congenial occupation. 

One evening, when Mr. Derwent had called to report 
satisfactory news from Mr. Greville, who was working 
heart and soul in the cause of pure Protestantism at 
the new church on the outskirts of Eversbam, Edith 
Vernon innocently told him of her inability to find a 
suitable house in any neighbourhood sufficiently near 
to enable Philip to get easily to his office in good time, 
and asked him whether he could recommend a desirable 
locality. 

A very happy smile lingered on Arthur Derwent's 
f acQ, as he replied with marked animation — 

" Miss Vernon, strange to say, I was looking over 
two or three houses yesterday, and if you would care to 
accompany me, we can drive out to-morrow and see 
whether any one of those would meet your wishes. I 
dare say Auntie and Basil Clifford would join us, Philip, 
too, if he cares for house-hunting." 

" The very thing ; thank you so much, Mr. Derwent. 
Our dear Aunt Clifford will not hear of our home being 
anywhere else than here, but I am quite ashamed of 
trespassing so long on her hospitaUty," responded 
Edith, as she bent down and kissed the kind old face 
tenderly. 

So it was settled, and the next day saw the friends 
on their voyage of discovery. But Edith shook her 
head as they drove through some handsome gates, 
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round a broad gravelled sweep and drew up before a 
magnificently-built house. 

'' I do not think we need leave the carriage. I am 
so very sorry you have been troubled, Mr. Derwent, 
but my means are, I fear, quite insufficient to keep up 
such an establishment as this would need to be," said 
Edith frankly, though in rather a disappointed tone. 

Mrs. Clifford laughed merrily as Arthur Derwent 
replied — 

" As we are here, perhaps we may as well glance 
through the house, Miss Vernon. The terms may, I 
hope, meet your approval." 

They alighted, and began the tour of the goodly 
mansion, which no one found fault with. Edith listened 
for Aunt Clifford to detect the flaws and hidden 
dangers of this beautiful dwelling, but she listened in 
vain. Presently, when Mr. Derwent and Edith were 
discussing the merits of a handsome carving in the 
drawing-room. Aunt Clifford insisted on Basil and 
Philip taking her once more to inspect the conservatory. 
The discussion satisfactorily ended, Edith said- 

"Will you tell Auntie that we are going upstairs 
now, if you please, Mr. Derwent ? " 

" Miss Vernon, for once, for a few minutes, I must 
disobey you. Aunt Clifford, dear good soul, has left 
us alone purposely, that I may inquire whether yon 
will accept the terms of the owner of this house, which 
I see you approve. May I dare to hope you can care 
for the owner ? He has loved you, dearest Edith, since 
the first day of meeting you at Eversham. Will you 
take the owner with the house, Edith ? " asked Mr. 
Derwent hopefully. 

There were large tears shining like precious gems 
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in Edith Vernon's eyes as she frankly raised them to 
his, and replied — 

" Arthur Derwent, I would do so, but there are 
difficulties at present. Tou have taken me by surprise, 
it is true; but I feel it right to assure you of my 
affectionate regard. Still, it is impossible now to 
yield to your kind desire for my happiness, for I 
promised Sir James Eversham to take care of his 
children, and my promise to the dying I shall keep 
at all costs to myself." 

Edith had spoken slowly and deliberately, and now 
turned away as if this important decision was final, 
needing no further comment; but Arthur Derwent 
had guessed what her loyal spirit of devotion to her 
young cousins would prompt her to do and say, and 
he caught her hand gently, but firmly, in his strong, 
loving clasp, saying eagerly— 

** Edith, one moment, dear one. Did you think me 
so unmindful of your work of many years? I have 
thought over all this, and will help you to further the 
happiness of your cousins, and your home shall be 
theirs too. Philip, whom I already love as a dear 
young brother, has told me of your devotion to all at 
Eversham. Basil Clifford also, and they, with Aunt 
Clifford and Herbert Greville, all welcome this arrange- 
ment as a very happy one. As your husband, Edith, 
I should have the better right to protect Agnes Evers- 
ham from the wiles of that Jesuit, Sliden ! " 

This argument was so conclusive, the love shining in 
the honest eyes of Mr. Derwent so tenderly strong, 
that Edith turned back again to receive his embrace, 
and " accept the owner with the house,'* as they after- 
wards told Aunt Clifford, who now confessed her reason 
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for throwing cold water on every other house save 
Arthur Derwent's. 

So the search for pretty houses ended, as Aunt 
Clifford made Edith promise to remain with her until 
her marriage ; and the old lady turned her attention 
to pretty materials and furniture, finding no fault with 
the excellent taste of both the future bride and bride- 
groom. 

Edith and Philip had written many times to Agnes, 
but no notice had been taken of their letters ; there- 
fore, they concluded that Mr. Sliden had caused Sir 
Frederick to suppress them, as in the case of Basil 
Clifford's epistles to Philip when at the Manor. 

Mr. Clifford, his aunt, and Mr. Derwent, all urged 
Edith and Philip to take no steps at present to see 
Agnes, feeling sure it would redouble Mr. Sliden's 
vigilance and animosity, and bring greater trouble to 
the poor girl. It was difficult for them to remain 
passive, but Edith, remembering her convent experi- 
ence, knew them to be right. 



CHAPTER VI 

FURTHER EXPERIENCES j 

" My life would be a •solitary one, 
But for the presence of * The Comforter.' " 

It is night, and at Eversham Manor all are sleeping 
save one, who, with haggard face and aching heart, 
sits and broods alone. That one is the master of the 
stately surroundings, which seem but to mock and pall 
upon his weary spirit, which can find no satisfaction, 
no real rest ! Conscience will be heard sometimes, 
and it was busy now in the heart of Sir Frederick, who 
many times has longed for the competent, yet always 
unobtrusive, aid of Edith Vernon, sighed for the 
support of a noble nature like the Bev. Basil Clifford's, 
and groaned in anguish of spirit for the bright com- 
panionship of his true-hearted brother Philip, whose 
merry laugh used to fill the now dreary house with 
sunshine. True, he had lately received much company, 
friends of Mr. Sliden's, and there had been a certain 
amount of gaiety, and hollow acquaintances who were 
ready enough to devour his substance; but friends, 
true, loving friends, he had none, save the innocent 
sister he had deprived of all she cared for. What if 
she, too, should be required to leave him in order that 
he might more surely win heaven ? The thought was 
horrible ; it frightened the nervous man, and he tried 
to put it from him with yet another thought that 
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lately was haunting his confused mind ; even the fear, 
if not the actual knowledge, that he, the baronet, was 
no longer the master of Eversham ! 

For many hours he paced the room — often his custom 
now— and towards morning sank exhausted into a 
chair and fell into a troubled sleep. He awoke, to 
chide himself, grasp a crucifix that lay upon the table 
and kneel to his devotions, which brought him no 
comfort whatever; but it was a required duty, per- 
formed at the instigation of man only. Sir Frederick 
knew not the meaning of true reUgion ; he had no rest 
of soul, no peace of heart, for he had wilfully shut out 
God's holy spirit ; therefore, he had no " Comforter " 
in his sadness and distress. 

'' Another day of misery to be faced," he said, as he 
rose from his knees and turned to seek his bedroom, 
in order to cheat his sister and the servants into the 
belief that he had passed the night in his bed. 

Far different had it been with Agnes, who, with a 
conscience '' void of offence toward God " had gone to 
her bed secure in Bis keeping, with the abiding 
presence of his P^oly Spirit, the Comforter, within her 
pure heart, to rule, influence, and guide her thoughts 
and actions aright. She, too, had her wakeful hours 
and times of wondering as to the future ; but the very 
absence of her cousin's influence and care, of Philip's 
affection and mirth, of Basil Clifford's assistance in 
things pertaining to religion, and his readiness to aid 
her simple schemes of benevolence by his greater 
experience and kindness of heart, all helped to make 
her more self-reliant, and caused her to rely the more 
completely upon that God, who has promised to regard 
the cry of Bis trusting, believing children. 
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True, she lived a life of loneliness in the midst of 
excitement, and the perpetaal coming and going of 
Sir Frederick's new and numerous acquaintances ; but 
she was not solitary, for 

" They who walk with God from day to day. 
Can never have a solitary way ! " 

This had been Agnes Eversham's daily experience, 
who, in spite of the oft-repeated warnings of Mr. 
Sliden, the expostulations of Sir Frederick, and the 
hateful flattery of their guests, held on the even tenor 
of her way in patient submission. 

Like her brother, she was greatly changed, but 
there the likeness ended; he was morose, sharp, and 
bitter, and his system suffered generally from self- 
imposed austerities, and Sliden-imposed penances. 
But Agnes was gradually wasting, becoming the 
shadow of her former self, and looking, as Sir 
Frederick mournfully thought, like a being from the 
spirit world. Yet she was happy ! 

Many of the former servants had been dismissed, to 
make room for those approved by Mr. Sliden. The 
faithful woman who had been devoted to Miss Vernon 
and Agnes as their joint lady's-maid, as the term runs, 
had been long banished, and a cruel-looking woman 
had taken her place, and was so desirous of serving 
her young mistress, that she was constantly at Agnes's 
elbow, and the girl wearied of her ceaseless and un- 
necessary attentions. As Sir Frederick ventured to 
make a stand in the case of old Martin, who had been 
so faithful to his father, the late Sir James, Mr. Sliden, 
to encourage his dupe, perhaps thought it well to con- 
cede this point, and Martin remained on, to his ovm 
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astonishment, Sir Frederick's gratification, and Agnes's 
joy. The old servant rewarded Sir Frederick's kind- 
ness by redoubling his services and respect to his 
master, while to Agnes his loyalty and devotion was 
most marked, when out of the presence of Mr. Sliden 
or the new lady's-maid. To the two latter he was 
perfectly respectful, and obedient where he thought it 
would not materially interfere with the comfort or 
wishes of his master or mistress. 

Mr. Sliden himself was in high feather indeed just 
now, and had it not been for the marked progress and 
success of the new church, would have counted himself 
entirely happy. Strange to say, he and Mr. Greville 
had not met in Eversham, although they were so 
frequently within a few yards of each other when 
visiting the different members of their respective flocks. 

One day, when Agnes was hoping to be alone for 
an hour, her Abigail having gone to dinner, she drew 
from the folds of her dress a letter she had secreted 
since the arrival of her new maid, whom she could not 
trust nor like, although she tried to do both. It was 
the identical letter Mr. Clifford had handed her at 
the station on that sorrowful day of Edith Vernon's 
departure from Eversham. Agnes had read and re- 
read it, but never tired of it, and once again she drew 
the letter, almost tenderly, from its envelope, and 
opened it to read: — 

My dear Cousin Agnes, — In the near future you 
may be called upon to show both fortitude and 
courage as a Christian and true Protestant ; you may 
also be required to give up for a time those who love 
you and whom you love. In this case, I wish to 
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remind you of the watchful care of God over all who 
trust in His mercy. No person, nothing shall, in the 
end, harm you. Rely solely upon Him! Then again, 
whatever may happen after Mr. Sliden has so prevailed 
upon poor Frederick as to cause him to banish Miss 
Vernon and Philip from the Manor, always remember 
that we are all watching Mr. Sliden's movements, and 
watching over you, and legally too. 

In time you may find your home infested with 
Papists in disguise, who may be Jesuits. But re- 
member, you will always find a faithful friend in old 
Martin; and if things become really such as you, as 
a true Protestant, cannot, and ought not to endure, if 
Sir Frederick refuses his help, say privately to Martin 
these five words — *' I am needing legal aid." 

Doubtless your old servants will be required to leave, 
but I have an idea Frederick will not easily part with 
Martin, having promised your father to care for his 
old age and faithful service. 

The old man is devoted to you, and will put up 
with any insult from Mr. Sliden rather than give up 
his faithful watchfulness on your behalf. 

Now, dear Agnes, for a short space, I trust, I bid 
you farewell as a cousin, though by the enclosed 
papers, which I recommend you to study well, I am 
still about to play the clergyman and monitor. 

Should Mr. Sliden dare to infer that you are for- 
gotten by Edith Vernon, dear old Phil, or your humble 
servant, do not believe him, but think of us as kindly 
as you can, and remember there will never be a day 
we do not think of and pray for you, and perhaps never 
an hour when you will not be in the loving remem- 
brance of your affectionate cousin, Basil, 
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This was the letter which was daily becoming more 
precious to Agnes, for it seemed to bring her in touch 
with those absent ones, who were now dearer to her 
than ever, and she realised their love as she had never 
done while they had been at liberty to be constantly 
in her presence. She thankfully acknowledged the 
goodness and the care of God in giving her such 
faithful friends. A few happy tears fell upon this 
letter, then it was restored to its hiding-place, and 
once again she began thoughtfully to examine the 
accompanying papers: — 

First, as a clergyman of the Protestant Church of 
England, and a true minister of the pure Gospel of 
Jesus Christ, I charge you, Agnes Eversham, never to 
enter a Confessional, either in a church governed by 
Ritualistic clergymen or any other. It is the first step 
to misery and remorse, for the confessional is quite 
contrary to the Holy Scriptures, and an insult, too, to 
God. The Confessional is one of Satan's deadliest traps, 
by which he ensnares the weak-minded and also the 
wicked ! 

I could multiply cases of those whose lives have 
been wrecked and ruined through the Confessional, but 
the following may serve to warn you of its danger. 

William Hogan, a Roman Catholic priest who fled 
from the Church of Rome, disgusted with what he 
knew of confessors and confessions, said— 

"I now declare most solemnly and sincerely that, 
after living five-and-twenty years in full communion 
with the Roman Catholic Church, and ofiSciating as a 
Romish priest, hearing confessions and confessing my- 
self, I know not another reptile in all animal nature so 
filthy, SQ much to be shunned and loathed and dreaded 
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by females, both married and single, as a Roman 
Catholic priest or bishop who practises the degrading 
and demoralising office of auricular confession." 

'* Dear cousin Edie," mused Agnes, as she thought- 
fully folded the paper and selected another, headed 
" Jesuitism." " No wonder that'poor nun, Sister Xavier, 
urged her to fly from the awful influence of Romanism. 
Oh, if Frederick could only be brought to realise the 
mistake he is making in allowing Mr. Sliden so much 
power in Eversham. And what a change it has made 
in him ; he will not admit indisposition, but he is looking 
really ill ; poor deluded Fred, how will it all end ? " 

At this moment the door was stealthily opened and 
Marie, the lady's-maid, entered quickly, to note with 
undisguised exultation the fact of recent tears lingering 
upon the long lashes of the drooping eyelids of her 
young mistress, who, in . unusual haste, was gathering 
up her papers into a confused heap, so unlike her 
general habit of neatness and order, for which she had 
to thank her cousin, Edith Vernon. 

"Is my dear mistress ill, that tears are upon her 
kind face ; can I not assist her in folding the papers ? " 
whined the woman, as she tried, but in vain, to 
decipher the writing of which she had only managed 
to obtain a faint glimpse. 

*' No, thank you, I shall attend to them presently, 
there is no haste, Marie, but I wish you would make a 
little more noise when you enter a room, you startled 
me very much, and I do not feel well enough for these 
constant surprises. How is it you are not at your 
dinner? You left me to go to it, and I told you, I 
wished to be alone for an hour or two, but you have 
disturbed me in less than balf-an-hour." 
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" A thousand pardons, my dear mistress, for uninten- 
tionally disturbing you; my dinner was soon done 
with, and I hastened to see if I could be of ser- 
vice, I did indeed," the maid replied in her whining 
tone. 

Agnes sighed^ and turned from the woman in dis- 
gust. She believed her to be a Jesuit, and she knew 
these constant surprises and excuses to be perfisctly 
untrue, and simply designed by the cunning maid to 
find out her every action, and her thoughts too, had it 
been possible for her to do so. 

The following morning, Marie, in her most obsequious 
manner, informed her mistress that Sir Frederick desired 
her presence in the study, and Agnes went down at 
once to obey her brother's summons, hoping it boded 
no further unpleasantness, yet fearing from the sly 
look on the demure face of her maid that it might be 
the harbinger of fresh sorrow. 

As usual, Mr. Sliden was with the baronet, and rose 
to greet her in his most fulsome manner. 

When she was seated. Sir Frederick began — 

"Agnes, I am pained to hear from your attentive 
maid that she fears you may not be well. She thinks 
you are weak — I mean that your nervous system 
suffers — as she tells me the opening or shutting of a 
door startles you, and that she found you crying over 
some papers. Is this so ? " 

"Perfectly true, dear Fred, in some respects," was 
the gentle reply. 

" And what are the papers, Aggie ? " demanded Sir 
Frederick. 

As she hesitated for a moment, Mr. Sliden, whose 
policy it was never to suppose evil of the baronet or 
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his sister, said, in his softest tones, and with his falsest 
smile — 

** I shall be delighted to render my humble services 
in any way, my dear young lady, should these papers 
cause you difficulty. Then again, I have been waiting 
a long time to hear your opinion of the books I sent 
you some time ago, and am now quite free to go over 
them with you/' 

" I am obliged to you, Mr. Sliden, and will let you 
know when I am ready," was Agnes's cautious reply, 
for as Miss Vernon — ^to whom formerly she had sub- 
mitted everything — had begged her not to read them, 
but to keep to the truth of the Bible and rely only 
upon Scriptural teaching, she had acted upon Edith's 
advice and never looked between the covers of Mr. 
Sliden's books. She had also purposely refrained 
from returning them to him, dreading his inquiry and 
examination. She had been compelled to attend his 
church with her brother, but her heart revolted at the 
ridiculous mummery practised there. 

"Well, Agnes, what are these mysterious papers 
which cause you to weep in secret, and where are they ? 
You had better give them to me," grumbled her 
brother. 

''Pardon me, Frederick, when I say I cannot give 
them to you ; they are of service to me, and I must 
keep them," objected Agnes. 

"Well, what is the subject-matter?" queried Sir 
Frederick petulantly. 

"The subjects are various, but all teaching the 
desirability of true Christianity and Protestantism as 
the only means of England's present security and 
future prosperity as a nation," replied poor Agnes, 

K 
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who now began to tremble at her own temerity, as she 
forced herself to endnre without flinching the basilisk 
glance of Mr. Sliden, who now turned his eyes in 
the baronet's direction, and that young man, in re- 
luctant obedience to his Vicar's commanding gazse, 
said — 

** This is not suflScient, Agnes ; tell me instantly, or 
I will insist on having those papers brought to me 
by Marie, who can doubtless find them. Church 
matters are not for a girl like you to deal with ; why 
did you not ask Mr. Sliden's opinion ? " 

'*I decline to allow Marie to interfere with my 
papers ; in fact, she troubles me, dear Frederick, and I 
much fear she is a Jesuit. There is no need to trouble 
Mr. Sliden, in what I see to be as clear as daylight 
itself, and I hold that every English man, woman, or 
child of understanding should shun the dangers of 
Jesuitism, which is now threatening the peace of their 
land." 

" And what can you know about Jesuitism, pray ? " 
queried Sir Frederick, obeying the compelling eyes of 
his tutor. 

The poor girl clasped her little hands together, to 
try and still their trembling, as she answered — 

"The Jesuit confraternity, falsely called by the 
wicked originator of the dreaded and dreadful brother- 
hood, *The Society of Jesus,' has been banished about 
seventy times from various countries, because of 
dangerous seditions, disorders, dissensions, and scandals 
which were caused by them. The Kings of France, 
Spain, Portugal, and Sicily expelled them from their 
kingdoms in order to prevent massacre in the bosom 
of the Church ! Pope Clement XIV. suppressed and 
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extinguished this society and banished its members from 
Rome for ever in 1773. It remained suppressed until 
Pope Pius VII. restored it by his Bull in 1 814. But 
Pope Clement XIV. paid the forfeit of his life for sup- 
pressing this wicked Society. Now, one of the Popes 
must have erred ; and I say, alas ! for the infallibility 
of Popes! Notwithstanding this dreadful Society — 
which is Roman Catholic — has been obliged to be 
suppressed by Roman Catholics themselves, we see 
to-day in Protestant England large posters and bills 
announcing meetings to be held by the * Society of 
Jesus/ and these bills are printed in letters the colour 
of blood ! A true emblem of this silent foe, this 
sanguinary Society, which is seeking to undermine 
Protestant England ! Jesuitism is a system professing 
to be religious, but its religion consists of horrible 
cruelty and of deeds too foul for a pure woman to 
name. Yet, its members dare to call themselves ' The 
Companions of Jesus,' while their conduct has ever been 
in direct opposition to His holy life and name. This 
unholy brotherhood adopts as its motto, * Ad Majorem 
Dei Gloriam,' i.e. * To the greater glory of God.' 

*' It is nothing but a parody of the true religion of 
Jesus Christ. The aim of this deadly organisation is 
Power — absolute and universal dominion. 

" The sovereignty of the earth the Jesuits declare to 
be concentrated in the hands of one man, the General 
of the Order, who resides at Rome. 

** The agents of this General are all over the world, 
in every department of life, working out their deadly 
designs amongst high and low, rich and poor. Their 
chief desire is to exterminate Christians, and entirely 
overthrow Protestantism* 
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^' There are five classes into which this Society is 
divided, and persons of both sexes and all ranks in life 
are admitted. Every member is required to surrender 
himself and his will into the hands of his superiors, 
and be entirely passive under their control, no matter 
what may be required of them. 

" After Ireland's conversion to Christianity she was 
looked upon as ' a light to the nations,' but since her 
foolish submission to Papacy she has become a land of 
strife, violence, and bloodshed. Ireland's woes are self- 
made, and her policy, under the compulsion of Romish 
priests, perfectly suicidal in driving England from her. 
Yet England, by her Christian Protestantism, has been 
most desirous of helping Ireland, and would save her, 
if only allowed to do so by the Jesuits. Thus, in the 
present-day controversy with Rome, so many persons 
giving ear to false teachers in the churches heap unto 
themselves sorrows from which they can never escape. 
Without knowing it, the Ritualists are leaving their 
true substance, Protestantism, for the shadow, the false 
friend in disguise. Popery, of which Jesuitism is the 
outcome ! 

'' In striking and beauteous contrast to the idolatrous 
Church of Rome is the true Church of Christ, in which 
all true Christians are enrolled as members, as His 
* Bride!' This one true Church is composed of all 
believers in the Lord Jesus; it is a Church of which 
all the members have the same marks ; it is not depen- 
dent on any clergy upon earth, but it has only one 
great Head — one Shepherd, one chief Bishop — and He 
is Jesus Christ. The existence of this Church does not 
depend on forms and ceremonies, endowments, govern- 
ments, or any act or favour from the hand of man. Its 
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existence depends on notfainGf but the presence of Christ 
and His Sp4. and they beilg ever Jith it. the Church 
cannot die. 

" This Church is ' the Light of the World/ the habi- 
tation of God, the salt and the wheat of the whole earth ; 
this is the ' Holy Catholic Church ' of the Apostles' 
Creed, the 'One Catholic and Apostolic Church of 
the Nicene Creed.' This is that Church to which the 
Lord Jesus promises 'the gates of hell shall not pre- 
vail against it,' and to which He says, ' I am with you 
alway, even unto the end of the world.' This is the 
only Church which possesses true unity. Its members 
are entirely agreed on all the weightier matters of 
religion, for they are all taught by one Spirit. About 
God, and Christ, and the Spirit, and sin, and their own 
hearts, and faith, and repentance, and the necessity of 
holiness, and the value of the Bible, and the import- 
ance of prayer, and the resurrection and judgment to 
come — about all these points they are of one mind. 
Take three or four of them, strangers to one another, 
from the remotest corners of the earth ; examine them 
separately on these points, you will find them all of one 
judgment. This is the only Church which possesses 
true sanctity. Its members are all holy. They are 
not merely holy by profession — holy in name and the 
judgment of charity — they are all holy in act, in 
deeds, and reality; holy in life and truth. They are 
all more or less conformed to the image of Jesus Christ, 
and no unholy man, woman, or child belongs to this 
Church ! 

" This is the Church which does the work of Christ 
upon earth. Its members are a little flock, a few in 
number compared with the children of the world — on© 
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or two here, and two or three there — a few in this 
parish, and a few in that. Bnt these are they who 
shake the universe; these are they who change the 
fortunes of kingdoms by their prayers ; these are they 
who are the active workers for spreading the know- 
ledge of pnre religion and undefiled; these are the 
life-blood of a country — ^the shield, the defence, the 
stay, and the support of any nation to which they 
belong. Such are the statements of good men and 
true Churchmen of the. Protestant Church of England, 
one of whom is a bishop.^ Knowing them to be sincere 
— having proved the power and peace of belonging 
to the pure Church of Christ — I can have no part nor 
lot in the idolatrous Church of Rome, which daily dis- 
obeys God's Holy Scriptures, bums the members of 
His Church, and drains the life-blood of Englishmen 
and Christians ! 

'* Dear Frederick, would that I might convince yon 
also of your need of that compassionate Saviour, who is 
the only One able to grant you the peace of soul you so 
vainly seek in all outward observances and secret mor- 
tifications in order to obtain the right to heaven, for 
He alone is * able to save to the uttermost them that 
come unto God by Him, seeing He ever liveth to make 
intercession for us.' * Scripture cannot be broken,' 
and it is He, Jesus, who intercedes for us, not Mary, 
His mother, who knew she too needed a Saviour, and 
owned Him as such : she was but a mortal woman, 
favoured by God for the carrying out of His wondrous 
plan of redemption for fallen man. Mary, His Virgin 
mother, is dead, but Jesus Christ liveth and reigneth 

1 The Bight Rev. John Charles Ryle, D.D., late Lord Bishop 
of Liverpool. 
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evermore. He only is ' the same yesterday, to-day, and 
for ever,' and will save and comfort you, as He comforts 
and sustains me, if yon will tarn to Him in simple 
faith." 

Two or three times Mr. Sliden had endeavoured to 
check the flow of truth from the trembling lips of the 
eager girl, who. in her earnestness, had drawn nearer 
and nearer to her brother, until her hand was laid 
in fervent entreaty upon the young man's arm. As 
she spoke, with kindling eye and heightened colour. 
Sir Frederick had been painfully reminded of their 
lost mother, whom he had sincerely loved, and, 
to Mr. Sliden's dismay, he hoticed the young 
girl's earnestness had taken such effect upon his 
dupe, whose eyes were indifferent to his tutor's com- 
manding glances for the first time, that he positively 
ground his teeth with rage. But he recovered 
himself almost immediately, and said in his usual 
bland manner — 

** I think, Sir Frederick, we shall soon be able to 
show your dear sister another side to this argument, 
and at my leisure I shall be happy also to prepare 
matter for her careful consideration." 

The spell which had held the baronet was broken ; 
he at once raised his head, which had sunk lower and 
lower upon his heaving breast as he listened to the only 
one left to him by his false friend, and meeting those 
cruel eyes he saw that she too was to be sacrificed upon 
the altar of the Jesuit's caprice. 

*' Go away, Agnes ; go and destroy all those miserable 
papers, or your punishment may be severe," the un- 
happy brother managed to articulate hoarsely. 

"Dearest Frederick, I dare not tamper with such 
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useful and holy trnths," faltered the disappointed girl, 
as she kissed her brother's averted face, and bowing to 
the Jesuit priest, went sorrowfully from their presence 
to her ''sanctum," there to encounter the false 
condolences of her Jesuit maid, Marie, who had played 
the spy. 



CHAPTEE VII 

BLESSINGS IN DISGUISE 

** Mysterious dispensation ! 
'Tis Thy kind hand which sets me free." 

A PKOUD man was Mr. Sliden as he left Eversham 
Manor after having silenced Sir Frederick's objections 
as to the course he mast pursne with regard to the 
obstinacy of his sister. Notwithstanding all the 
Rev. Tracy's positive assurances that certain steps must 
be taken which would result satisfactorily, the baronet 
became a prey to despair. 

''All is just as I could wish, and I am fulfilling 
the Cardinal's orders to the nicest point. Frederick's 
will is no longer his own, it is mine, conquered, 
crushed, and Bome shall hold it with the whole of this 
splendid estate. It is wonderful how the Bomish 
Church make fools of foolish men and women, whether 
rich or poor; but superstition does it in a great 
measure, and fear of man also plays a part ; only keep 
the Bible from the people and they become sub- 
servient to us, poor idiots, and take our interpretation 
of as much Scripture as we think will suit our purpose, 
just because we are priests, and they believe ours to 
be a faithful representation of what is contained in the 
Bible. But we priests know better, and marvel at the 
foolish credulity of the people. If the people get the 
Bible into their hands, of course the Church of Bome 
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will lose her power ; so I re-echo the Pope's command 
to keep the Bible from every man, woman, and child, 
and allow only Home's exposition of the same. Ah ! 
an Englishman can stand up for his rights, but can he 
resist the insidious actions of Bome, which are working 
so surely to-day in England against her Protestantism 
and her open Bible ? " 

Thus mused the Bomanising Vicar as he walked 
along, quite oblivious to the fact that an elderly woman 
was rapidly gaining upon him, and at last had reached 
his side. She was panting for breath, but gasped out — 

"Mr. Sliden, oh, sir, pity me and help me to find 
my poor girl— my little Bessie, sir— she is gone, and I 
know it is all along of those Popish services. She was 
obedience itself till you frightened her, and she thought 
she couldn't get to heaven without being everlastingly 
before the image of Christ's mother, the Virgin, who 
was to pray her into heaven, poor, silly child, I showed 
her, or tried to, where she was wrong in praying to 
our Lord's mother as the * ever Virgin.' You cannot 
prove this from the Bible, sir, and you know it. Does 
not the Bible say plainly, * Fear not to take unto thee 
Mary thy wife?' Have you thoroughly studied the 
first chapter of St. Matthew from the first to the very 
last verse, Mr. Sliden ? Why, last night I read in the 
sixth chapter of St. Mark's Gospel these words : * Is not 
this the carpenter, the son of Mary, the brother of James 
and Joses, and of Juda and Simon^ and are not his sisters 
here with us ? ' There's plenty more, sir, in the Holy 
Scriptures to prove that the Virgin Mary was the 
honoured mother of our Saviour; but she was the 
respected wife of Joseph when she became the mother 
of those other children spoken of in the Bible, which 
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certainly does not teach us to pray to the wife of 
Joseph to intercede for us with God and Christ. You 
know this, sir, and you ought to be ashamed to lead 
my Bessie and so many more lads and lasses astray. 
But that's neither here nor there now ; my child's gone 
like Dr. Brentwood's went, poor man, and I will find 
my girl somehow if I die in my search ; and if you 
know, Mr. Sliden, if you have got any heart left, tell 
me where to find my child ? " 

Here the poor woman burst into a passion of desolate 
weeping, wringing her hands in the greatest distress, 
but it seemed only to have the effect of making 
Mr. Sliden harder than ever. He had tried to silence 
the torrent of words which fell from her lips, but she 
was a mother bereaved, and she would be heard. 

At this moment Mr. Greville came upon the scene, 
and being of a very compassionate nature, the heart- 
rending sobs of the woman appealed most forcibly to 
his kind heart, and he hastened to the spot where the 
Vicar and his poor parishioner stood in order to see if 
be could in any way alleviate her distress. He was 
about to address her when his eye met that of the 
Eev. Tracy Sliden, and he started back in horror, as 
one might recoil from a deadly serpent, while the 
Jesuit's face became an ashen hue, and he trembled 
before the withering gaze of Herbert Greville, It 
was their first meeting in Eversham. 

"Stay your grief for one moment if you can, 
Mrs. Morgan, and tell me that man's name in this 
locality ? I will help you presently to the best of my 
power, but tell me all you can of him now," said 
Mr. Greville hurriedly. 

*' That gentleman, sir ; why, he's our Vicar — the 
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Bev. Tracy Sliden/' said the astonished Mrs. Morgan, 
trying to gulp down her sobs. 

*' Ah ! a * wolf in sheep's clothing/ indeed, from whom 
you would do well to turn away, Mrs. Morgan. But 
you are quite mistaken in his name, however; it is 
Father Gomez Binaldo, and he is a Boman Catholic 
priest," replied Herbert Greville slowly. 

" That is a lie, sir ; I do not know you," retorted the 
angry Jesuit, as he stamped his foot passionately. 

" Do you know the names of Florence and Herbert 
Greville, Gomez Binaldo ? But we need not talk here. 
I have at last found you, and, as usual, acting a traitor's 
part; but you shall not escape me again, although I 
now say to you, Go ! " cried Herbert Greville, pointing 
his forefinger at Binaldo and motioning him away. 

Oh, the guilty look in those dreadful eyes as the 
name of Florence Greville was mentioned, the craven 
heart of the cruel wretch who slunk guiltily away from 
the noble man he had so long ago wronged, and left his 
poor parishioner without one grain of comfort, one ray 
of hope for her missing daughter Bessie. 

Mr. Greville listened patiently to her pathetic story, 
made some entries in his pocket-book, desired Mr& 
Morgan to say nothing in the village for the present 
respecting the Vicar of Eversham, and gave her his 
address where, he said, she would find a lady ready and 
willing to comfort her ; he then bade her a kind fare- 
well, and told her to take courage and trust in the 
over-ruKng providence of the all-wise God, who always 
rewarded simple faith in His power to deliver them 
that *'hope in His mercy." Mrs. Morgan was very 
grateful, and felt she had found a true friend indeed. 
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The following day, at breakfast, Sir Frederick desired 
Agnes to walk out with him during the morning, to 
which she readily assented. She rarely went outside 
the Park, indeed, never unless accompanied by her 
brother or the Vicar, when he wished to interest her 
sympathy in some project he had in hand. The 
baronet would not allow her to name the papers which 
had been the cause of much misery to himself, as she 
had quoted from them yesterday ; and the meal was 
almost a silent one, there being just then no visitors 
staying at the Manor, although guests were expected 
there shortly. But Agnes did venture to hazard the 
remark that in looking over certain statistics she had 
been struck with the fact of the prosperity of those 
countries which were purely Christian and Protestant, 
against the miserable condition of the heathen and 
Boman Catholic countries, and asked her brother what 
his impression was of poor Spain. She was somewhat 
surprised when he answered with a deep sigh — 

" It might have been better had I looked at these 
things long ago, Aggie, in the light in which you see 
them ; but it is too late now, and I must refuse to 
reply. Go and get ready, that I may fulfil a painful 
mission that is for your good." And to her amaze- 
ment he stooped and kissed her, then drew himself 
rapidly from her clinging touch as if he had com- 
mitted an awful sin, and walked rapidly from the room. 

He was stem and frigid when she joined him next, 
scarcely speaking to her as they crossed the Park and 
took the road leading to " Nine Elms," where they had 
often been together or with the Vicar and his new 
Curate, whom he voted " highly satisfactory." 

Just outside the Park gates they came upon an old 
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man, tall, spare, and bent. His face and figure told of 
a hard life and great endurance, bnt there was a peace 
upon his countenance and a kindly light in his sharp 
eyes as they rested upon Agnes, and his hat was raised 
in the truest respect as if he had been an old courtier 
and she a queen. 

** Good morning," Miss Eversham, "it is long indeed 
since these old eyes rested upon you. Good morn- 
ing, Sir Frederick," said the old man, who was no other 
than Ben Roberts. 

Sir Frederick gave him a hasty nod and drew his 
sister hurriedly away, but not before she had bestowed 
a grateful smile with her gentle, " I am very glad to 
see you again, Ben, and hope you are doing well ? " 

" Pretty creature, an' it's old Ben as will do his best 
to help yer if ever he can, even if yon baronet do pull 
you away from * the wild man o' the wood,' as they call 
me. But, I'm sane enough now I've turned to God, 
and my Protestant eyes shall be kept wide open to 
watch over you, poor lamb," muttered the old man as 
he followed the brother and sister at a respectful 
distance. 

As they walked along, Agnes ventured to hint that 
it would be pleasant to take a ride together one day, 
and gently reminded her brother what an age it seemed 
since she had been in the saddle, and that she feared 
her favourite pony would be quite forgetting her. Her 
only answer was an impatient sigh and an increased 
rate of walking, and in silence they continued until 
" Nine Elms " was reached. 

They were soon ushered into the presence of the 
Lady Superior, who was known as Sister Rosetta, an 
angular lady possessing a very soft voice and winning 
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manner for all outsiders. Her attitude was deferential 
to Sir Frederick and gracious to Agnes, as she bade 
them welcome, and placed them in the most important 
seats in the large room which was bare of carpet, but 
faultlessly clean. Many times Agnes, feeling sorry 
for the sisterhood's discomfort, had offered to supply 
carpets and many other things which she felt might 
promote general satisfaction and warmth, but she had 
always been met with the words, " You are most kind. 
Miss Eversham, but we must follow in the footsteps of 
our blessed Lord, and luxury is not for the Eversham 
sisterhood, whose privilege L mission it is to give up 
all for Him." But Agnes would have been both sur- 
prised and horrified had she known the exceeding 
whiteness of the wooden floors, many stairs, and the 
cold flags of the huge edifice was due to penances 
imposed on the delicate or unruly members of the 
sisterhood. 

After a very decorous conversation with Sir Frederick 
concerning the affairs of the village, and setting forth 
the self-denial of the sisterhood for the sake of the 
villagers and others, Sister Bosetta asked Agnes 
whether she would care to make a tour of the 
building, saying there were one or two sisters in- 
disposed, but she knew how glad they would be to 
have a word of cheer from Miss Eversham, as they 
could not come out to greet her. To this Agnes 
at once agreed, as Sir Frederick seemed willing to 
await her return, and without the faintest suspicion 
of treachery, the guileless girl followed her false guide. 

Sister Bosetta conducted Agnes to a part of the 
building which hitherto had been unexplored by her, 
although Agnes herself had imagined she had been 
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all over it. At last, after having completed the length 
of a stone declivity, they came upon a passage-way, on 
either side of which were several small doors, and 
Agnes concluded they had arrived, perhaps, at a 
kind of infirmary. All the time, since leaving the 
baronet, Sister Bosetta had kept up a perpetual 
chatter concerning the invalids Agnes was to visit, 
and great was the poor girl's astonishment to find, as 
she followed the angular sister along the passage and 
entered through one of the small doors, that the room 
was empty ! 

"Will you be seated, dear Miss Eversham?" said 
the lady, pointing to the only chair in the very small 
room. "It is necessary that I should make a painful 
revelation to you before proceeding to the invalids." 

"I hope there has not been a fatal illness, Sister 
Rosetta?" inquired Agnes, whose sensitive spirit, in 
her present weak state of nervousness, shrank from 
the fear of looking upon death. 

" It is nothing quite so serious as that, Miss Evers- 
ham, although we are justified in wishing to prevent 
spiritual death, and that fear warrants us in the 
course which we feel compelled to adopt towards you 
at this present time, and in the future, unless you 
agree to follow all the rites and conditions of our holy 
Church, beginning instantly with the Confessional, 
which will relieve your mind of many burdensome 
matters and bring you consolation from the priest, 
who is the only fit person to teach you the Holy 
Scriptures," argued Sister Bosetta. 

" Sister Rosetta," replied Agnes, with gentle dignity 
and touching earnestness, " regarding spiritual matters 
I am very happy, having * the everlasting consolation 



BLESSINGS IN DISGUISE i6i 

of God,' as taught by His Holy Spirit ! Nothing will 
ever remove this * sure and certain hope ' from me ; 
nor will any one, or anything, ever induce me to 
enter the Confessional, which is quite contrary to the 
Holy Scriptures. I already know — through a Boman 
CathoUc priest, too— of the degrading process of the 
Confessional. My High Priest, my Advocate, my 
Intercessor is Christ the Lord, and I need no other! 
Be kind enough to take me to my brother, unless you 
are ready to conduct me to those sisters who are 
sick?" 

"It is by your brother's wish that you are here, that 
you continue with us, until he sees fit to remove you," 
observed Sister Bosetta with quiet sarcasm. 

"Never!" cried Agnes, whose face flushed, then 
paled to a death-like whiteness ; "say rather that it is 
by his tutor's wish, his Vicar's command, that I am 
here. My brother loves me, of this I am sure, and he 
needs me. Sister Bosetta, for he is a solitary man." 

" Those who come within the pale of our holy Church 
must give up those they love for her holy sake. Miss 
Eversham, and Sir Frederick has given you up for his 
Church." 

" Had you told me my brother had given me up for 
' Christ's sake and the Gospel's ' I could have thanked 
you, and would rejoice to suffer on that account ; as it 
is, I must endure punishment as best I may, and look 
only to God for help. He graciously delivered many 
of His chosen and faithful people in the past; He 
delivered my cousin Edith from priestcraft and the 
convent, and as she resisted the Confessional, so will I, 
because I know it to be contrary to the teaching of the 
Bible by the Holy Interpreter, God's Spirit ! " 

L 
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"K you loved your brother, Miss Eversham, you 
would follow his wishes," said the artful woman, trying 
another pointed arrow from her quiver. 

" I love my brother so well that I will never commit 
sin for his sake, lest he copy me, and his precious soul 
be lost for ever through disobedience to God's express 
commands. Tell him so, if you please," said the 
trembling girl, as she closed her eyes to shut out the 
face of her temptress. 

During the absence of Agnes, the treacherous Marie 
had ransacked her kind young mistress's davenport 
and desk, and the result of her search was that she 
carried down a small roll of papers to Sir Frederick 
when he returned alone. He took them mechanically 
without a word, and the woman retired looking rather 
crestfallen. For some time he stood staring into 
vacancy like one completely bewildered, until by the 
unconscious movement of his hand the papers rustled, 
and with a bitter sigh he flung them from him. 
Presently, however, some thought seemed to strike 
him and he picked them up from the floor and sat 
down to examine them. Some contained political 
matter, and some religious ; some were extracts in his 
sister's handwriting, others were not; but all bore 
reference to Protestantism, Jesuitism, which is Popery, 
or Ritualism. The first was numbered thus : — 

1. The object of the Pope and the Jesuits, who are 

falsely called *'The Society of Jesus," is to 
"Set up the Mass again." 

2. '*To take away all the Bibles." 

3. " To close all Protestant churches and schoolsJ 

4. " To give seven sacraments instead of two.' 
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5. "To give priests instead of ministers." 

6. " To give sacraments instead of sermons." 

7. " To institute confessions and absolutions instead 

of private judgment and salvation by faith in 
Christ." 

8. " To compel people to believe in the intercession 

of the Virgin Mary and the saints, instead of 
the ' One ' only ' Mediator ' for whom Protes- 
tants contend." 

9. ''To place England and all its inhabitants and 

institutions under the sacerdotal influence and 
power of Eome." 
10. " With the Jesuits * the end justifies the means/ 
and allows them secretly to connive at, or per- 
petrate, any cruelty or crime that may increase 
their power and exterminate Christianity." 

Sir Frederick, having thoughtfully read this paper, 
put it aside to take up the second, which ran : — 

Cardinal Manning said: "We have to subjugate 
and subdue, to conquer and rule an imperial race ; we 
have to bend or break a will which nations and king- 
doms have found invincible and inflexible. If heresy 
were conquered in England, it would be conquered 
throughout the world." 

The baronet carefully laid that paper down and 
began another. 

" Roman Catholics are said to leave the second com- 
mandment out of their catechisms, lest their people 
should discover that God has forbidden the images 
which they see set up in their chapels, and find out 
that in bowing down to them they were committing 
idolatry." 
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Sir Frederick flung this paper down to read — 
" The Church of Rome pretends to be the only one 
able to interpret the Bible, but were there no Church 
of Rome we should still have the Old Testament from 
the Jews in Hebrew and the New Testament in 
Greek from several of the ancient Churches, which 
preserved and handed down, copies of it in that lan- 
guage. The Church of Rome has only a Latin trans- 
lation made, or revised by Jerome in the fourth 
century. And although the Church of Rome claims 
to be the ouly interpreter of Scripture, she has never 
given to the world the interpretation of a single 
chapter of either the Old or the New Testament." 
The next paper ran — 

" Roman Catholic priests pretend they sit as God in 
the Confessional, and must hear everything good or 
bad, but, if they were as God^ they would not require 
to confess one to the other, as priests do. Neither 
could God — the source of holiness and purity — sug- 
gest vile impurities, as priests do from their book 
of instructions containing filthy questions, and from 
which they interrogate the confessing penitent." " No ! 
God is of purer eyes than to behold iniquity.'' 

Yet another paper headed, " Apostolic Siiccession " : — 
"The Pope of Rome claims to be the successor 
of St. Peter, but any one who is commonly read 
in history knows that there have been at one time 
two, three, and even four Popes, each declaring 
himself to be the rightful Vicar of Jesus Christ 
and successor to St. Peter. Each of those Popes, 
no doubt, consecrated bishops, who ordained priests, 
and all these priests claimed in virtue of the pre- 
tended Apostolic Succession to have the power of 
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forgiving sins. It is evident that the great majority 
of them were not, even on Boman Catholic principles, 
priests at all, as their orders were derived from those 
who were not bishops at alL And as some of these 
schisms existed for several years, one can judge how 
many false bishops and false priests there were made 
in those times, and these were succeeded by others 
deriving authority from them. This proves that there 
is no Apostolic Succession in the Church of Eome." 

One scrap of paper bore the title, " The Absurdity 
of Infidel Statements " : — 

" The infidel Voltaire did his utmost to prove that 
the Bible was useless and untrue, and determined to 
exterminate it and Christianity also. This infidel fre- 
quently said : * I am tired of hearing that " it took but 
twelve men to establish Christianity." And I will show 
England and the world that it takes but one man to 
crush it from off the face of the earth.' It is a re- 
markable fact that since Voltaire's death and in his own 
old hoTise Bibles have been daily sold, and Christianity 
flourishes ! " " So mightily grew the Word of God and 
prevailed." 

As if he could bear to read no more, Sir Frederick 
pushed the papers from him, and, leaning back in his 
chair, was soon lost in deep thought. Presently he 
muttered in a disgusted tone— 

" My life is becoming insupportable, and this isola- 
lation, desolation indeed! The strain, the demands 
upon my nervous system, in endeavouring to fulfil 
Mr. Sliden's commands, and Benson's continual im- 
portunity for money to carry out the Vicar's projects, 
the heavy penances, which bring me no peace, the 
loss of all who are still so dear to me, are daily tending 
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to decrease my physical strength and render me nnfit 
to hold my own. What have I gained by giving up 
so much for Mr. Sliden's sake, or, as he would put 
it, * for our holy Church 's~sake ' ? Nothing, absolutely 
nothing but a fearful loss of money and wretchedness 
so intense that I am tired of my own existence. After 
all, is it right for me to yield my will and be but a 
child, nay, a toy, a plaything in the hands of the 
Vicar and Benson, and so completely lose my own 
individuality? If these manuscripts should be right, 
then I am hopelessly wrong ; and what a genuine ring 
they have. My poor little sister, how you would be 
avenged could such a bitter feeling dwell within your 
innocent heart for one moment." Poor unhappy 
baronet, his lament was and is but the refrain of so 
many of Rome's deluded and persecuted votaries ! 

Later in the day the false Vicar of Eversham called 
at the Manor and gave to Sir Frederick a very unfaith- 
ful account of his sister's words, wishes, and actions at 
the convent. He tried to make the baronet believe 
that Agnes was now rejoicing in the peace she had 
found within its walls, and the security and comfort 
she enjoyed in company with the holy sisters, also the 
consolation she had in looking forward to the time 
when she should be as they were. But, for the first 
time. Sir Frederick found himself quite unable to 
believe his false friend's statements, although he felt 
afraid to say so. 

" My dear Sir Frederick, my good pupil, great will 
be your reward and high your honours in heaven for 
helping thus to snatch another soul from heresy; it 
only remains for you now to cast aside the disguise 
you have been — ^for this beautiful end — compelled to 
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wear, and step ont boldly from the Bitnalistic into the 
bosom of the Chnrch of Borne ; and, if in the future 
you — like your dear young sister — should desire the 
peace of the cloister, I know the very monastery where 
your happiness would be unparalleled," urged the 
Bomish tempter. 

" Give me to-night to think over it, to pray about 
it," implored the baronet uneasily; "but, are you 
sure Aggie really desires to remain with the sister- 
hood?" 

" She is so completely satisfied that it only remains 
for you to say before the world, 'I am a Boman 
Catholic and desire the office of a holy monk,' to make 
her thankfully request profession as a nun; in fact, 
she waits for you," replied the wily Jesuit, who re- 
doubled his efforts to make Sir Frederick yield, but 
in vain. The only answer he could extract was, "Not 
to-night, come to me to-morrow, sir," and the Jesuit 
was obliged to depart, conquered for the first time by 
his dupe ! 



CHAPTEB Vm 

TO THE RESCUE 

" In Qod*B providence and sovereign power, 
Painful partings lead to reunion/' 

After his unexpected meeting with the Jesuit, Gomez 
Binaldo, Mr. Greville hastened to the telegraph office, 
where he despatched the following telegram : — " Send 
as we agreed, immediately," Now, as many telegrams 
had been sent by Mr. Greville when he was furnishing 
the pretty house he had lately taken near the new 
church, and in answer to his communications varions 
articles had arrived for him, no particular notice was 
taken by the curious postmaster, who instantly wired 
off and soon forgot the matter. Not so Mr. Greville, 
who hastened home to give certain orders to his 
domestics, which resulted in their preparation for 
numerous guests, while the false Vicar of Eversham 
had sought his abode, looking like a beaten hound, 
and was so dejected that his housekeeper feared her 
plausible master was about to be ill. It is astonishing 
how conscience makes cowards of the wicked. 

On the following evening, too, when he returned 
from his unsuccessful interview with Sir Frederick, 
the Vicar was so peevish that the poor housekeeper 
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declared, " For the very first time in my life, I am 
glad the master^s gone o£E to bed." 

Quite contrary to his custom, old Martin, after wait- 
ing upon Sir Frederick at his untasted dinner, had 
taken a moonlight stroll which ended at old Ben 
Boberts's cottage, where he entered, and after staying 
about ten minutes he returned to the Manor quite as 
dejected, perhaps, as the Vicar of Eversham at this 
present time, but with traces of sorrow instead of 
peevishness and anger upon his homely features. That 
day at dinner in the servants' hall he had hear^ Marie 
remark insolently, '^ Convents are much too good 
for heretic madames ; they deserve to be shut up in 
prisons, or burnt alive, I say," and failing to discover 
his young mistress in any part of the house, he drew 
his own sad conclusions, and went off in the dusk to 
consult Ben Boberts, her faithful though unknown 
guard, who had communicated the fact that he had 
seen Miss Eversham enter the convent gates with her 
brother, and that she must have remained there, as Sir 
Frederick had left it without his sister, and had 
brushed past him just outside the convent gates, look- 
ing the personification of misery. Ben concluded that 
he had watched for Miss Eversham the whole day, and 
when the dusk began to fall he had rushed off to Mr. 
Greville and informed that expectant gentleman that 
he feared the poor young lady was immured. 

The ceaseless tramp of Sir Frederick's steps as he 
walked in agitation up and down— up and down— the 
study, smote painfully on Martin's sensitive heart, 
which beat violently as he knocked at the door and 
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received the hasty " Come in " of the young man, who 
appeared to be the victim of the wildest distress and 
mental agony. He stopped for one moment to regard 
the old servant questioningly, who seized the oppor- 
tunity to solicit an audience. 

" Well, what is it ? I am too busy to be disturbed 
now," ejaculated the baronet wildly. 

'* Sir Frederick, my dear master, I am an old man, 
and you will forgive me if I seem to presume, but my 
heart aches for you, and I must speak. You have been 
made to do a cruel deed, in placing your sweet sister 
where she will be most unhappy; my dear young 
mistress who is one of God's chosen 'lights in the 
world ' will pine away and die in that hateful convent, 
set up to deceive us all in Eversham as a Protestant 
sisterhood! My master, you who know better, you 
who at this moment endure remorse and torture on 
your own and Miss Eversham's account, break away 
from this Bomanising Vicar, and set both yourself and 
your dear young sister free. Give me but the word, 
and I will instantly set off to that prison-house and see 
my sweet mistress released, and the blessing of your 
faithful old servant, who loves you and your house, 
shall rest for ever on your head." 

Here the trembling old man, in his intense earnest- 
ness, quite broke down, and as Sir Frederick watched 
the white-haired old servant's genuine distress, and 
saw with surprise the great tears fall upon the trem- 
bling hands outstretched imploringly to him, a calm fell 
upon him, and he realised that God had left him one 
true friend in that wide house, and the knowledge did 
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him good, like a healing medicine, and without know- 
ing it the young master was strengthened and comforted 
by his faithful old servant. Taking Martin's hand 
kindly, he said — 

" What you ask, old man, is impossible, but I thank 
you, and shall never forget your faithful affection for 
our house. There is no escape, no hope for me; I 
have ' made my bed, and must lie on it ' ; it is hard, 
but I must endure it, Martin. But have no fears for 
my sister, who has nothing to repent of; she is where 
she wishes to be, and she is happy, at peace; would 
that I could say the same for myself. Now go, and do 
not disturb me again, for I shall have no other answer 
than this. You are tired ; go to your bed, Martin, and 
forgive your selfish master if you can." 

Without another word the young man opened the 
door, and gently closed it upon the distressed Martin, 
then returned to his ceaseless wanderings, which 
seemed to keep pace with the agony and restlessness 
of his soul. 

Hour after hour Sir Frederick walked the room, now 
and then falling on his knees before his crucifix, the 
picture of the Virgin, and the images of various saints, 
but gained no comfort from his vain appeal to things 
which were as so many goods and chattels, and some- 
thing within him said, " Were you to address God in 
faith, instead of idolatrous images, you would be heard ; 
why should not you also shine as God's light in a dark 
world ? You may yet be a man of influence, but what 
benefit will you be to the world when lost to it within 
the walls of a monastery ? Examine your Bible and 
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Bee for yourself whether God approyes image-worship 
or the intercession of the Virgin ? Find a yerse if you 
can where God or Christ commands men and women 
to selfishly leaye the world, in which He has placed 
them to do good, and shnt themselves up in monasteries 
and convents ? " Conscience prevailed, and the baronet 
sat down to a thorough investigation of his mother's 
Bible, which Marie had pilfered with the papers from 
Agnes's davenport. 

The inhabitants of the dreary abode at ^ Nine Elms " 
had long retired to rest — ^that is, rest of the physical 
frame— and some had found it for the time being in 
sleep. Every light was extinguished but one, and that 
was kept burning in a secret part of the building called 
by Sister Bosetta " Our Lady's Chapel," in which an 
altar was reared, and upon which stood an image of 
the Virgin Mary with the lamp which was never allowed 
to go out. Would that Boman Catholics had the same 
care for the everlasting " Light of the Gospel " in 
its sweet simplicity and wondrous purity which is its 
power. 

There were some, however, with aching hearts and 
troubled minds who could not sleep, to whom the 
realisation of rest seemed gone for ever. Amongst 
these was poor Bessie Morgan who wept bitterly in 
the hour of darkness for that mother whom she had 
so cruelly deceived and whose loving embrace she could 
never hope to feel again. Dr. Brentwood's daughter 
had likewise found she had made the mistake of her 
life in leaving the beautiful home in which God had 
placed her under the guardianship of loving parents, 
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to enter a false commnnity where envy, malice, and 
hatred were the order of the day, and where remorse 
was daily busy. 

Agnes Eversham, although heart-sick and weary, 
had no remorse to endure, no pangs of conscience to 
disturb her mind as she knelt in the quiet of the 
night in prayer for the brother whom she knew had 
been beguiled into placing her in her present position. 
During the day she had been visited by the Jesuit 
Vicar, who with many false smiles and laments had 
endeavoured to assure her of his sympathy, and the 
absence of his sanction in the course her brother was 
now taking for the promotion of her future happiness 
and her soul's peace. He pressed the Confessional, 
but without the least effect. He took her into the 
private chapel — which uDtil then she did not know 
existed — and urged the claims of the Virgin as one 
whose intercession could set her free if she would but 
kneel and plead with her. To which Agnes had 
quietly replied — 

"You should not say * kneel to her,' but rather, 
^ kneel to it ! ' What is it but an image ? I have no faith 
in idolatrous worship, and as far as that goes, I might 
as well worship the sun, which heathenish custom is 
far older than Mary- worship." 

When next the Jesuit artfully tried to convince 
her of the importance of the doctrine of the "Real 
Presence," as "faithfully taught in the Church of 
Rome — from the truths and doctrines handed down 
since the death of Christ by the Fathers — and in the 
present day allowed, and believed in, and practised in 
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the Ritualistic Chnrch of England, whose knowledge 
of Holy Scripture was greater than the Evangelical 
Church on account of its adoption of the ancient 
customs and truths of the mother Church, Rome," 
Agnes contended, in a surprised and shocked voice — 

" Sir, you are grievously mistaken in your supposi- 
tions ! The doctrine of the ' Real Presence ' was never 
heard of in the Christian Church at all, until suggested 
at the seventh General Council, held at Nice in 787 — 
and after that, died away again, until revived by 
Paschaise Radbert, a French monk, in 831 — Radbert's 
theory was received by the Church with a mixture of 
horror and ridicule. Berenger of Tours met it with 
pungent sarcasm ; Raban Maur, Archbishop of Mentz, 
one of the cleverest men of the age, and reckoned 
among the last of the Fathers — denounced it as 
*an error and a novelty.' Leo EK., in the eleventh 
century, was the first Pope who sanctioned the doctrine 
in any way, and it never received public authorisa- 
tion until the fourth Lateran Council in 12 15, after 
Christ ! As you are well read in all these matters, Mr. 
Sliden, you will know that what I have just stated is 
perfectly correct. Therefore, none of your present- 
day mistaken and untrue arguments will convince me. 
Never trouble, if you please, to bring me books of your 
selection ; I will not look at one of them, having given 
a solemn promise to that effect, and being assured that 
God would have me faithful to the teaching contained 
in His Word — with which I am more than satisfied — 
and the divine interpretation of the Holy Spirit, who 
cannot err, being God Himself. Li His name, I refuse 
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all Bomish teaching, and I can never believe in the in- 
fallibility of the Pope, since you and I both know 
how greatly many of the Popes have erred ! " 

"In the course of a few weeks, my dear Miss 
Eversham, when we have had time for other discus- 
sions, you will change your opinions no doubt, as other 
young ladies are apt to do, in the seclusion of a con- 
vent," remarked the Jesuit drily. 

"Then is this a convent?" cried the poor girl, 
bitterly. " I have often feared it might be, notwith- 
standing all your frequent assertions to the contrary. 
Is my brother aware of this, sir ? " 

" Certainly, and rejoices in the fact. He glories in 
the thought that you are safely sheltered here, because 
it sets him free to enter a monastery, Miss Eversham," 
replied the Jesuit, over whose crafty face swept a look 
of exultation. 

Agnes shuddered, her eyes sought the ground, and 
for a moment there was a painful silence. Suddenly 
she raised her pretty head, and looking her tormentor 
calmly in the face, said clearly — 

"Mr. Sliden, spare yourself the trouble of any 
further converse with me, for I decline to argue with 
you or to accept any statement you may choose to 
make. I do not believe what you tell me of Frederick. 
You have deluded him, but you shall never beguile me. 
When he brought me here, a few hours ago, I was a 
feeble girl, but your treachery has made me a resolute 
woman — a Christian woman, ready to suffer for the 
Gospel's sake as others have done before me at the 
hands of !Boman Catholics. To ask me to enter this 
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commnnity as a nun is worse than useless, for I am 
unable to break God's commands and worship idols! 
There never has been, there never can be, a sincere 
Christian — one who is a true child of God — who would 
worship any but God in Christ by His Holy Spirit, 
whom He sends into their hearts to enable them to 
resist to the death all that is evil, and puts upon them 
the honour of being martyrs for His sake." 

In her earnestness, Agnes had forgotten her painful 
surroundings ; her eyes sparkled with a radiant light, 
and the purity of a heart at peace with God illumined 
her sweet face with intense devotion, and as the Jesuit 
marked her upward gaze he thought, '' If necessary, the 
martyr spirit will be granted to you, Agnes Eversham." 

As Agnes Eversham knelt in her solitude, in the 
quiet of the first night of her painful convent experi- 
ence, and poured out her heart to the only One able to 
answer true prayer, a great calm fell upon her spirit, 
and she was comforted. How intensified would have 
been her joy, perhaps, could she have known that at 
that moment the brother, for whom she so lovingly 
petitioned, had sat down to search their departed 
mother's Bible. 

Suddenly the profound stillness was broken by a 
curious sound, as of distant knocking, mingled with the 
barking of a dog and the shouting of men, and others 
as well as Agnes started violently, and would have 
given worlds, had they possessed them, to have been 
able to have opened their locked doors. 

In another part of the convent the portress heard 
it, and in fear and trembling ran to look through 
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the hitherto closed grating. Great was her dismay 
to behold a company of men, and she inquired 
anxiously — 

"Who are you, and why do you disturb the holy 
sisters in their beds?— unless there is fire, in which 
case, I pray you, tell me." 

A voice repUed, " Open in the name of the law ! " 

"That I dare not do; but if you will wait a few 
minutes I will speak to our Lady Superior, and she 
will answer you," said the porteress, as she turned away 
and went on her errand. 

It was not long ere Sister Bosetta stood behind the 
grating, asking the nature of the unusual summons. 
A gentleman, who was no other than Mr. Derwent, 
stepped forward with the unlooked-for demand — 

'' These officers, in the name of the Queen, are here 
to require at your hands the persons of Agnes Eversham, 
Bessie Morgan, and any other of her Majesty's Pro- 
testant subjects whom you are detaining here against 
their will. If you do not at once deliver up the same 
the law will take its course, and force an entrance into 
this convent. Let me assure you, madam, that resist- 
ance is useless, and that we mean to search this convent 
immediately, therefore open to the law, if you would 
save yourself further trouble." 

" They are not here ; but you are welcome to search 
the house and see for yourself, only be quick about it," 
said Sister Bosetta defiantly, as she threw back the 
door to allow the stream of persons and a huge dog to 
enter, which was held securely by no other than Philip 
Eversham. 

M 
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'*We are accustomed to denials in these cases," 
remarked Mr. Derwent; "but never mind that. K 
you will be our guide we will follow you, madam, or we 
will make the tour alone— which shall it be ? " 

" I will conduct you, sir," replied the sister, unwill- 
ingly. 

" We are obliged to you, and are sorry to put you to 
this inconvenience," said Mr. Derwent, as he and his 
party followed the angular lady, cautiously. 

Lanterns flashed in all directions as the search was 
made and room after room inspected, to the amuse- 
ment of some and the chagrin of other of the astonished 
sisterhood. When the rooms had all been visited, and 
no trace of those for whom the search was instituted 
could be discovered, Sister Bosetta, with an exultant 
smile, inquired whether they wished to invade the 
sanctity of "the chapel of Our Lady?" to which the 
officer in command repUed— 

"We are here in the name of the law to make a 
thorough investigation of the whole of these premises, 
and must perform that duty to the letter, madam/' 

Sister Bosetta grumbled out some disparaging re- 
marks against " heretics," and in a more defiant manner 
than ever again turned to act as the unwilling guide of 
the intruding party. She had not noticed that three or 
four had gradually dropped off, and that the dog was 
not now amongst those who followed her. Yet such 
was the case, for Philip Eversham, who had been in- 
tently watching the movements of Philo, became aware 
that the sagacious animal had suddenly discovered a 
scent which he was anxious to follow up, and Philip 
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touched the arm of Basil Clifford, who privately com- 
municated to Mr. Greville, for they were both in the 
investigating party, and also old Ben Boberts. The 
latter had accepted, through Martin, the aged butler at 
Eversham Manor, the responsibility of Philo, privately, 
when the Jesuit Vicar had compelled Sir Frederick, 
sorely against his will, to get rid of the dog, and Ben 
Boberts had kept it in seclusion in the kind hope of 
one day being able to restore the faithful animal to his 
young mistress. Mr. Greville had been acquainted of 
this fact by Ben Boberts, and communicated the same 
to Aunt Clifford's " outcasts," and when they, in com- 
pany with Mr. Derwent and the oflScials of the law, 
arrived at Mr. Greville's house in answer to his tele- 
gram, Philip had proposed taking the dog when the 
search should be made at the convent for his sister. 
As the party had agreed to divide and act as if they 
were strangers to each other, no particular notice was 
taken of them when they arrived at Eversham station, 
and from there proceeded to Mr. Greville's house. 
Edith Vernon, with Aunt Clifford and Philip, shared the 
same fly, and with the exception of the porter and the 
driver of the vehicle, entirely escaped observation. Mr. 
Derwent had walked off in company with the Bev. 
Basil Clifford, and as they were frequently in Evers- 
ham for the purpose of conducting mission services at 
the new church, their being together was no singular 
occurrence, and it so happened that neither Sir 
Frederick or his Jesuit master heard of this unlooked- 
for arrival. 

But to return to the convent, where Philip was now 
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so anxiously considering the movements of his four- 
footed companion. 

The dog, with his nose to the ground, was evidently 
ill at ease; he sniiSed and snuffled round the room 
through which Mr. Derwent and his men had just 
passed in the wake of their angry guide, and quite 
refused to follow the party, so Philip had no choice in 
the matter, having the charge of the St. Bernard, and 
three of his friends remained in the room also. Pre- 
sently Philo gave a piteous whine, and began scratching 
at the wall, which was in panels, and decorated with 
pictures. A thought seemed to strike Basil Clifford, 
over whose noble countenance passed a look of great 
agitation combined with the flush of expectant hope. 
Stooping down, he said — 

** Philo, good dog, find your mistress — find Agnes," 
and instantly began an examination of the panels, his 
friends, of course, helping him. In the most unsus- 
pected part of the wall they discovered a very small 
spring, which yielded to the touch of Basil Clifford, 
and as the panel gradually disappeared within a hidden 
recess Philo became almost unmanageable, and dragged 
at his chain as if he were frantic. The fact was now 
disclosed, as they followed the eager animal through 
the narrow aperture made by the retreating panel, that 
they stood at the foot of an ascent, which they imme- 
diately traversed, until they arrived at the stone 
passage-way, and, guided by Philo, to the very door be- 
hind which stood the affrighted Agnes, who trembled in 
every limb with the gravest apprehension of what might 
be about to occur at this unearthly hour of the night. 
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Her mind was immediately eased, however, as she 
heard Philo's well-known sign of pleasure, and drank 
in the unexpected sound of Philip's voice as he called 
eagerly — 

"Aggie, darling, open the door quickly; we are 
here to release you." 

"Oh, Philip, dearest, is it indeed you? I cannot 
open the door, for it is locked, and the key has been 
taken away," moaned the poor girl. 

"Miss Eversham, Agnes, do not be afraid; we are 
a strong body, and intend to set you free. Go to the 
extreme end of your room and we will burst open the 
door," called Basil Clifford, and in less than two 
minutes, with the experienced and valuable aid of 
Ben Boberts, Agnes was liberated and sobbing for 
very joy in her brother's arms, while Philo almost 
devoured her with his caresses. 

Unselfish Agnes soon forgot self in her anxiety for 
others, whom she feared had no deliverers, for in her 
solitude the sounds of violent weeping had more than 
once made her sad. She patted the dog, exchanged 
warm greetings, though very hasty ones, with Basil, 
Mr. Greville, who until now had been a stranger to 
her, and with Ben Boberts ; and the two latter, seeing 
a look of mutual understanding pass between the 
cousins, felt pretty sure what this liberation might 
eventually lead to. As for the Bev. Basil Clifford, he 
was more than gratified with the affectionate glance 
he received from the gentle girl and the lingering 
heart-to-heart clasp of the soft little hand; he was 
intensely happy, and felt that he and his cousin Agnes 
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nnderstood each other at last. When Agnes said that 
she feared there were other prisoners within the little 
doors in the passage-way, the gentlemen, with old 
Ben Boberts and his invaluable tools, recommenced 
their efforts of liberation, and soon six captives, in- 
cluding Agnes, were pouring out their grateful thanks 
to their deliverers. With the aid of the lantern lights, 
the increased party were about to retrace their ste{)S 
to the room containing the mysterious panel, when 
Ben Boberts, who had been spying about, suddenly 
came upon a knob of iron in the wall, which he turned, 
and discovered that a line or apparent crack gradually 
widened, and he felt the fresh night air upon his face. 
The more he turned the knob the wider grew the space, 
until he found he could walk through into the grounds 
of the convent, and he advised his companions to bring 
the ladies through the garden into the high road, 
where two carriages were in waiting. The gentlemen 
thought this good advice, and acted upon it, and as 
Mr. Greville, who brought up the rear, was about to 
step out of the stone passage, he heard shouts and 
the angry voice of Sister Bosetta, and looking back, 
saw Mr. Derwent and his men in advance of their 
female guide. 

" This way, Derwent ; we have secured Miss Eversham 
and five other poor girls, one of whom is Dr. Brent- 
wood's daughter," called Mr. Greville, who was soon 
joined by the remainder of his party, leaving Sister 
Bosetta gesticulating violently in terrible anger. 

This sister had, it appeared, informed the chief officer 
and Mr. Derwent that they had explored the whole of 
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the bnilding, and reasserted that Miss Eversham was 
not now under her care, having been removed by her 
rightful guardian, Sir Frederick. But, as Mr. Derwent 
suddenly missed Philip and the dog, his suspicions 
were aroused, and notwithstanding the extreme plausi- 
bility of Sister Bosetta and the feasibility of all she 
affirmed, he resolved to retrace his steps, and the 
reader is already acquainted with the satisfactory result 
of his determination, and Sister Bosetta's wrath when 
she discovered that the secret panel had been found 
and the hiding-place of her captives also. But it was 
too late to recover them, and in bitter mortification 
she heard the carriages being driven away, and told 
herself that they were lost to Bome for ever ! 

Very early the next morning at Eversham Manor old 
Martin had the unspeakable pleasure of admitting 
Philip, who was accompanied by Mr. Derwent, Mr. 
Greville, and a lady, who was heavily veiled. 

After a very cordial salutation to the faithful old 
servant, Philip said, "Martin, it is necessary that my 
friends should see Sir Frederick as quickly as possible, 
and alone." 

** My dear young master, early as it is, the Vicar is 
here before you," replied Martin regretfully, 

" Perhaps that is just as well ; kindly conduct us 
to them," interposed Mr. Greville, as he turned to 
reassure the lady, whose hand rested upon his arm, 
and who seemed to shrink from the proposed interview. 
She said something to him in a low tone of voice, with 
which he seemed to be impressed, and he replied — 

"Certainly; stay with Philip, my dearest, and 
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Derwent and I will face the lions first." So the 
matter ended by Philip walking off with the lady, 
while the two friends followed Martin. 

It was easy to see that the baronet was much more 
gratified to receive his visitors than the Jesnit Vicar 
was to behold them. After Mr. Greville had been 
introduced to Sir Frederick by Mr. Derwent, Mr. 
Greville said — 

" I would ask you to pardon my intrusion at such 
an early hour, Sir Frederick, but the importance of 
my mission makes an apology unnecessary. I am here 
to inform you of the safety of your dear young sister, 
who at this present time is at my house, and in the 
care of her mother's cousin, Miss Vernon, and her 
paternal aunt, Mrs. Cliflford." 

Simultaneous had been the earnest *' Thank God" 
of the baronet, and ''By all the fiends" of the Jesuit, 
who glared angrily at the speaker. Taking no notice 
of the interruption, Mr. Greville proceeded, with his 
finger pointed in the false Vicar's direction, "That 
man had caused no less than six young people to be 
locked up separately, and against their wish, in the 
convent at * Nine Elms.' " 

"Sir Frederick is quite aware and approves of all 
I do in Eversham for the good of my parishioners, sir," 
was the angry interruption. 

'' That we shall see, Gomez Einaldo. Doubtless you, 
up to the present time, have been able to blind the 
mind of Sir Frederick, who has believed you to be the 
Rev. Tracy Sliden ? " interrogated Mr. Greville. 

** Certainly ; and I have always regarded him as a 



\ 



TO THE RESCUE 185 

good, kind man, and a faithful clergyman, desirous 
only of the spiritual welfare of his parishioners, Mr. 
Greville," replied the baronet. 

''What if I tell you that this man, this Gomez 
Binaldo, is one of the most cruel and despicable 
cowards on the face of the earth, that he has no right 
to minister in the Protestant Church of England, being 
both a Jesuit and a priest of Bome ; that he, in company 
with lawyer Benson and others, have practised decep- 
tion on and immured young girls in convents, after 
having gone through mock marriages with them." 

"That is a lie, and I defy you to prove it, sir," 
shouted Gomez Binaldo in a torrent of wrath. 

Mr. Greville did i^ot reply, but opened the door and 
called to some one outside that he was " ready," and in 
answer to his call the lady, who had been waiting for 
this summons, immediately entered the room, and 
gracefully bowing to Sir Frederick, walked up to the 
Jesuit, and, throwing back her heavy veil, said in 
ringing tones— 

"Do you remember Florence Greville? Traitor, 
Binaldo, the false friend who flatters, cajoles, lies, 
threatens, and imprisons the helpless at will." 

Long before she had time to ask this question of her 
old tormentor, Gomez Binaldo had sunk back in his 
seat, muttering — 

"Those eyes, those pleading eyes; she has come 
from the dead to mock me." And Mr. Derwent seized 
this favourable moment to point out to the baronet 
the unmistakable evidence of the Jesuit's guilty fear, 
and when in a minute or two Binaldo recovered his 




186 A FALSE VICAR 

composure to a certain degree, he had the mortification 
of seeing his late dupe warmly shaking hands with Mr. 
Derwent and Mr. Greville, and heard Sir Frederick 
thanking them heartily for the care of his sister, and 
for opening his eyes to '' the wicked treachery of the 
Jesuit Binaldo." 

That wretched man seemed incapable of contra- 
dicting any statement the lady made regarding his 
base character, and sat in sullen silence as she faith- 
fully detailed her unhappy past, and told the baronet 
how, when she was an innocent, happy girl, loving 
and beloved by her cousin, Herbert Greville, Binaldo 
came between them in the name of religion, and 
succeeded in separating them for his own design to 
blot her out of existence and thrust her into a con- 
vent. How Benson and he forced a mock marriage 
upon her, then sent her away to a foreign convent ; 
and how, as years passed in her wretched life, she 
was sent back again to England — as she believed, 
unknown to Binaldo — there to meet with Edith 
Vernon, whose bright faith in God captivated her 
frozen heart and made her long for salvation in Christ, 
which she ultimately found, and now continued to 
rejoice in. Also how Herbert Greville met Edith, 
and the result of that meeting, which occasioned the 
investigation of Mr. Derwent, who traced the lawyer 
Benson and brought him to the confession of his 
crimes. How that confession resulted in her liberation 
from the convent in a most wonderful manner, and 
how her cousin Herbert had made her his honoured 
wife after she had been nursed back to life and health 
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by the loving ministrations of dear Aunt Clifford and 
Edith Vernon, who rejoiced over her as one brought 
back from the brink of the grave. 

As the gentle voice of Mrs. Greville — once Sister 
Xavier — ceased, Sir Frederick Eversham said — 

''I could not have thought it possible that the 
one who has called himself my friend could have be- 
haved in this false, this treacherous, this base and 
cowardly manner. If this false friend is a specimen 
of Bome, I am truly thankful that I am saved from 
being within the pale of her Church. I, too, have 
an admission to make, my good friends and true. Last 
night, when in great agony and distress of soul, I 
searched the Bible for myself, comparing Scripture 
with Scripture, with the blessed result that I entirely 
refuse to enter a monastery, as proposed by my false 
friend there, and having sought and found much peace 
and comfort in the gracious forgiveness of God, I am 
now ready to seek forgiveness of those whom I have 
unintentionally injured, and desire to shine as a light 
in the world if my Saviour will allow me. Under the 
rule of my false friend I have had no peace, indeed 
I have been a most wretched man ; but I must forgive 
him, as I have been forgiven." 

There was a profound stillness for a moment as 
the Jesuit rose and staggered from the room to brush 
past Philip, who in response to Mr. Derwent's delighted 
summons entered, to give the forgiveness the baronet 
craved. The meeting between the brothers was so 
affecting that the gentle Florence Greville wept tears 
of sympathy, and old Martin was a respected sharer 
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of their joy. In a very short space of time the Manor 
carriage was brought round, and Sir Frederick returned 
with his true friends to the home of Mr. Greville, 
where he was very glad to be introduced to sunny 
little Aunt OliiSord, and his meeting with Agnes, 
Edith, and Basil can be better imagined than de- 
scribed. He was also exceedingly pleased to see the 
faithful Philo again, for he had never liked the idea 
of having the noble creature destroyed. 

The girls taken from the convent had been at once 
restored to their parents. They were indeed thankful 
for the shelter of their Christian homes, and profited by 
their severe convent lesson. 

It was easy to see how affairs had progressed with 
Agnes Eversham and the Eev. Basil Clifford, and Sir 
Frederick rejoiced in their love and happiness. 

Also on his return home the baronet immediately 
burnt all his Oxford tracts and Romish manuala 

As a proof of their entire forgiveness, Miss Vernon, 
Agnes and Philip, with Aunt Clifford and Basil, con- 
sented to return with Sir Frederick to Eversham Manor, 
and never had the baronet thought his home so cheery 
and beautiful, his future so bright. 

After dinner that evening when in the dravring- 
room, where by express invitation Dr. Brentwood sat 
amongst Sir Frederick's assembled guests and relatives, 
the baronet proposed a plan in which he purposed to 
gather together all his own tenants and the surround- 
ing villagers, in order to expose his former weakness 
and credulity and warn them of the danger which had 
so nearly made shipwreck of his own peace, almost 
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destroyed the harmony of many lives and — but for the 
timely intervention of God's kind providence— sacrificed 
the happiness of those who were dearer to him than 
life. 

Sir Frederick's plan was heartily approved, and 
measures instantly concocted to ensure a large attend- 
ance during the week. The baronet then humbly 
asked Edith Vernon to oblige him by dismissing the 
treacherous Marie and the other Jesuit servants who 
had been introduced into Eversham Manor by Gomez 
Binaldo as his secret spies, and seek to influence all 
the faithful servants who had been sent away to return 
to his service, as he desired to redress the wrong he 
had been persuaded to do them by the Jesuit priest. 

Miss Vernon willingly complied, and felt sure the 
trusted servants would rejoice to return to their former 
allegiance to the Eversham family. 

Sir Frederick's eyes were glistening and his voice 
husky as he thanked her, and concluded, *' Dear cousin 
Edith, it makes me unspeakably happy to see you 
again in your accustomed place in this house and my 
beloved brother and sister also in theirs; I little 
deserve the generous treatment you all accord me." 

"And, dear Frederick, I am sure you have made us 
all equally happy, and we thank God heartily and ask 
Him to bless you indeed," replied Miss Vernon cordially, 
while the united brothers grasped hands warmly, and 
pretty Agnes kissed first Frederick then Philip in her 
own graceful and affectionate manner, to the evident 
satisfaction of Aunt CliflTord and the other guests 
assembled on that memorable evening. 
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A few days later a great crowd gathered at Evers- 
ham Park and waited anxiously, yet respectfully, 
to hear from Sir Frederick the nature of his 
summons. 

The baronet, no longer the haughty, defiant master 
who scorned to acknowledge the salutations of his 
tenants, stood before them a changed man. But '' in 
every respect changed only for the better," as the 
rustics told each other in hushed whispers. On either 
side of him stood his happy brother and sister, and 
grouped about the three were Miss Vernon, Aunt 
Clififord, and the Rev. Basil, Mr. and Mrs. Greville, 
Mr. Derwent, Dr. Brentwood, and the Rev. Vincent 
Owen. 

The villagers raised a hearty cheer, and as it 
subsided, Sir Frederick raised his hat courteously, and 
bowing to the vast assembly said earnestly, ''My 
friends and good tenants, I have felt obliged to call 
you all together in this way that I may publicly make 
what reparation I am able, and seek to undo some of 
the evil I have done and allowed others to do in this 
parish under false pretences. A traitor has been un- 
masked, and great distress to many — of body, soul, and 
spirit — has been effectually put a stop to by the dis- 
covery of that traitor by our kind friends here, Mr. and 
Mrs. Greville, and the other ladies and gentlemen now 
gathered around me. I grieve to tell you that our late 
Vicar is he whom I am compelled to acknowledge has 
been the traitor in our once happy Eversham. You 
all thought him a true clergyman of the Church of 
England, but, most unhappily we have discovered him 
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to be a priest of Borne! To some of you this will 
come as a terrible revelation — as at first it did to me — 
but some of you will not be surprised because you were 
wise enough to listen to the good counsel of my dear 
cousin, Miss Yemen — would that I, too, had listened 
to her loving and good advice. Like many of you, my 
tenants, I thought I had a holy, spiritual guide and a 
true friend in my late tutor, whom we have all known 
as the Rev. Tracy Sliden, but whose real name turns 
out to be Gomez Rinaldo, a Jesuit spy ! Looking back, 
I can now see that he was a fraud from my boyish 
days, and I confess to my grief and shame that in 
weakness and indolence I have allowed my better 
judgment to be entirely blinded by the man I once 
trusted with my whole soul. And but for the goodness 
of God in sending these true friends to my aid at the 
eleventh hour, I should now have been the unwilling 
inmate of a monastery, my dear young sister, Miss 
Brentwood and others the duped prisoners of a convent, 
and the Eversham estate in the hands of the Pope of 
Rome ! I am here to ask you to consider with me the 
growth of Ritualism, and with me and my house to 
turn your backs upon it for ever. My friends, I speak 
from sad, sad experience ; I say it is most deadly and 
dangerous to your future peace of mind. Ritualism 
has stealthily, insidiously crept into our Protestant 
Church, inducing weak-minded and indifferent men 
and women to become Roman Catholics. The Pope 
boasts also that he will absorb Nonconformity and blot 
out the Protestant Church of England ! So my good 
tenants and friends, I have felt bound to call you 
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together in order to make this solemn confession, and 
an alarming statement which bo presses upon my con- 
science that I am obliged to declare it before yon all. 
I repeat that for the last fifty years and more there 
has been a terrible andermining going on in Protestant 
England, and the British throne is in serions peril from 
Jesaits and other Roman Catholics in high places, and 
the moment our beloved Queen Victoria is removed 
from us by death, an attempt will be made to undo all 
the work of the Reformation and hand England, with 
all its present freedom, once more over to the Pope of 
Rome and Romish tyranny ! " 

Here such a roar of angry indignation burst from 
the astonished tenants and villagers that it was 
some minutes ere the tumult could be quelled. 
When at length the baronet could be heard, he 
resumed, " You all know the secret manner in which 
the 'Nine Elms' tenants were so cruelly deprived 
of their homes and the convent reared upon that 
property which had been given them for life by 
my dear father, who was a loyal subject and Protestant 
to the backbone, but you did not know that *Nine 
Elms' was filched from me by fraud, nor that the 
signing away my property' through cruel coercion, 
unjust tyranny, and gross misrepresentation, has cost 
me months of agony, day and night. In this secret 
and cruel manner does Rome work through her 
dark agents, who are planted in the most unlikely 
places in order to trap the foolish and unwary. 
Hitherto, I have been a weak and most miserable 
dupe — a very wretched and degraded man I have 
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felt myself to be, too — ^but now I am thoroughly- 
awakened to the threatened danger which must and 
will burst suddenly upon England! Our good and 
gracious Queen Victoria is daily growing more feeble. 
The public are not generally alive to this sad fact, but 
she cannot live long. In the natural course of events, 
her son Albert Edward will be king! And mark 
well, when he comes to the throne, an immediate 
rush will be made by the Roman Catholics, in some 
crafty and plausible way, to prevent the King of 
England from making the Protestant declaration 
against Transubstantiation and Idolatry, and from 
taking the Protestant Coronation Oath, which is 
England's safeguard against Popery and massacre! 
I tell you also that there is a plot to do away with 
the Protestant Bill of Rights, and if once that is 
crushed the English throne is no longer safe as a 
Protestant throne ! Men of Eversham, you know 
our great Protestant reformers bought your English 
freedom with their blood? Will you give up your 
freedom to please the Pope of Rome ? " 

" No ! no ! " burst from the excited villagers. 

" Will you worship and bow down to manufactured 
idols, against the express command of God ? " 

" No ; a thousand times no ! " 

" Will you pretend to believe that the Lord of GJory 
is actually present in a flour wafer or piece of bread 
made by sinful man ? " 

"Certainly not. Our Bible does not teach that 
wicked absurdity, and when a Romish priest, like 
Luther, or any other priest, gets really converted to 

N 
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God throngh the Holy Spirit, and knows Christ as 
his own personal Savionr, that priest is the first to 
acknowledge his error," said old Ben Roberts. 

"Then, supposing — in time to come, and shortly 
too — the Pope desires to do away with the Coronation 
Oath in its present Protestant form, and tamper with 
our Protestant Bill of Rights, what will you do, men 
of Eversham ? " asked Sir Frederick earnestly. 

" Well shout, * Down with the Pope, and God save 
the King,' won't we, mates ? " asked Farmer Bryant. 
And such a deafening roar went up from the villagers, 
concluding with the removal of every hat, as the farmer 
cried with honest enthusiasm, "But our gracious 
Queen is still on the British throne — God save her. 
We don't wish any harm to the Pope, only, when 
'tis time for her son to reign, we men and women 
of England will keep the Papists off the Protestant 
throne for Victoria's sake, for her son's sake, for 
freedom's sake, and especially for the Lord's sake. 
Now, hands up for the Pope, mates." But not one 
hand was raised ! 

" Then hands up for Victoria and British freedom," 
and up went every hand as high as the men could 
possibly hold them above their bared heads. 

"I am satisfied," murmured the baronet humbly. 
"In future, we will all pull together, my men, and 
Eversham shall still be known as a Protestant 
community and village, and my tenants true as 
steel." 

Again a hearty cheer rang through the air, and 
the gratified men pressed forward to grip the extended 
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hand of the young baronet, and eyes glistened and 
faces beamed with entire goodwill and heartfelt 
emotion. 

• ••••• 

In due time there was a triple wedding from 
Eversham Manor, at which Miss Vernon, the gentle 
Agnes, and Miss Brentwood — as three happy brides — 
played the most conspicuous part and rendered their 
respective bridegrooms exceedingly happy. Thus, in 
losing an affectionate sister, the baronet gained a 
loving wife in Dr. Brentwood^s daughter, from whom 
Gomez Rinaldo had tried to sever him. The ceremony 
was performed by the Rev. Vincent Owen, and great was 
the goodly gathering of village folks on this occasion. 

In company with his true friends, Sir Frederick 
is doing his best to prevent the boast of Roman 
Catholics, that ''High Mass shall again be sung in 
Westminster Abbey ! " 

Gomez Rinaldo and lawyer Benson entirely vanished 
from the neighbourhood of Eversham, and by degrees 
Sister Rosetta's community melted away. 

Rinaldo was never again allowed to minister in a 
Protestant Church, and Mr. Owen became the Vicar of 
Eversham, while the gentle Agnes helps her noble 
husband in a large London parish, aided by Philip 
and the Derwents. The Grevilles work on the outskirts 
of Eversham. 

Dear reader ! Victoria, our noble queen, has passed 
away, and her son reigns as King Edward VII. Prom 
her heavenly home she sees the Protestant throne of 
England in peril, and secret enemies at work to over- 




196 A FALSE VICAR 

throw the great Reformation which has made England 
a happy and free nation. For her dear sake do your 
part in winning hnsbands, fathers, brothers to see to 
it that they keep the Protestant " Coronation Oath " 
and " Bill of Bights " irvtad ; for they only are the 
real safeguards of our Protestant England. 

People of England, remember that the Protestant 
Christian religion, which has always protested against 
idolatry, is far older than the Roman Catholic religion, 
for it dates from Christ's death and resurrection. 

Bemember also that the Protestant Bible is far 
before the Boman Catholic version ; while Protestants 
have the Old Testament in Hebrew and the New 
Testament in Greek (or from the Hebrew and Greek), 
Boman Catholics in their Douay Bible have simply a 
Latin translation. 

Seek out a priest — formerly a priest of Bome— who 
has become a sincere Christian and follower of Jesus 
Christ's teaching, and hear that priest's bitter regret 
that he in his blind ignorance of the pure Gospel — 
when unconverted — ^in foolish superstition, caused un- 
enlightened people to disobey God and bow down to 
the work of sinful men's hands. 

Look up the ancient history of the little boy 
Christian martyr, '* Cyril," who nobly suffered for 
Christ's sake before ever a Pope of Bome was even 
heard of. And, like that noble boy, remember it is 
Almighty God who still says, "Thou shalt have none 
other gods but Me." Will you wilfully disobey His 
great commandment, "Thou shalt not bow down to 
them," and so bring upon your innocent children the 
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punishment of your own disobedient sin f Bead now 
prayerfully the second commandment. 

So shall you find that no Mary-worship, no wafer- 
worship, no saint-worship, nor relic-worship, neither 
cross-worship can be tolerated by Almighty God. 
Our great Exampler, "Jesus Christ," said, and still 
says, "God is a spirit, and they that worship Him 
must worship Him in spirit and in truth." 

Therefore, I beseech you, put no image before or 
between your soul and God. 

If, up to this present, the reader has not yet read 
the preface to this little work of general facts, will 
he or she kindly do so now? Above all, study the 
twentieth chapter of Exodus, where Almighty God 
proves Himself to be the '^ first and tlie great Pro- 
testant" 

So, before Christ came did Almighty God show 
himself as the Great Protester against all idolatry (or 
bowing down to any created image made by man), 
and to Moses declared His punishments to all who 
should disobey His commandments. 

Beally, the Boman Catholic Church may be said 
to be comparatively new, when we calmly consider the 
dates of the frequent and successive Innovations of the 
Boman Church as follows : — 

A.D. 

"The Invocation of Saints . . . .375 
Prayers for the dead .... 400 

Worship in unknown tongue . . . 606 
Supremacy of the Pope .... 606 
Worship of the cross, images, and relics . 787 
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" Constrained celibacy of the clergy 

Canonisation of saints . . . . 

Infallibility of the Church 

Pope Urban II. instituted the first crusade 
for the material Image of the Cross, 
and since then millions of lives have 
been sacrificed .... 

Sacrifice of the Mass 

Seven Sacraments .... 

Transubstantiation .... 

Compulsory confession to a priest 

Elevation of the Host and the use of lights 
in the daytime .... 

Kinging of bell at Mass . 

Corpus Christi Day .... 

When the Host is transubstantiated by a 
priest it is Caredet in procession 

Withholding the cup from the Laity 

Purgatory ..... 

Tradition 

Apocryphal books .... 

Priestly intention necessary to the validity 
of a Sacrament .... 

Venial sins ..... 

Sale of indulgences .... 

Creed of Pope Pius IV., in which twelve 
new Articles of Faith were added to 
the Creed, composed a.d. 325 . 

Immaculate conception .... 

Papal infallibility 



A.D. 

1000 
1000 

1075 



1095 
1 100 

1160 

1215 

1215 

1220 
1227 
1264 

1336 
1415 
1438 
1546 

1547 

1547 
1563 
1563 



1564 

1854 
1870 " 



In bidding farewell to my reader, I would truthfully- 
state that the Church of England is forbidden to pray 
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for the dead. And in the third part of the " Homily 
of Prayer," it is stated that, "Scripture doth 
acknowledge but two places after this life," also that 
there is not a place called " purgatory," " neither can 
our prayers help the dead." 



THE END 
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